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MATTHEW BRAMBLE, ES9. 


ODE l. 


MaTTHEw claimeth relationſhip, in fimularity of ſubject, 1 
PETER PinDaR—Mentioneth the molly origin of Ac- 
tors—Propoundeth the great extent and fertility of his 

theme, and concludeth in ſublime obſcurity. 


Tarorrar PETER, in his merry lays, 

Sung © to the praiſe and glory of R. A.s;” 

A diff” rent, tho” a kindred theme, is mine; 

To ſcenic praiſe I tune the lyric line. 

PainTERs and PLAV'Rs have this one common feature: 


They hold the faithful © mirror up to Nature,” 


At leaſt the better ſort; for ſome there are 
Who with plain Nature wage eternal war. 


Come, then, each Actor, riding on his aſs, 


For all of you, as yet, ride not in coaches, 
Before the critic Muſe in muſter pals, 
And juſt applauſe receive, or due reproaches. 


A Hail, 


* 8 
* - 
> 1 
* . \ ** : » 
= — : 
NC. ne a * — a 2 
> ; 


+ 
5 by 2 0 - c n . + — 
» — ns. * 2 = 4 — N — - IS 
£ £ 2 — * 7 
* 8 X 4 L , = 
bt Pg bes Coe eee ren omen — nia tap, geo eto ons 
"a 7 
7 £ L 5 ' 


ODES TO ACTORS. 


Hail, motley crew, from various callings ſprung ! 
Some of you have been gipſies, others ſailors ; 
Some drays have whiſtling driv'n, or carts of dung, 

And others mighty barbers been, and tailors. 


Others, theatric from the very germ, 
Between acts were begotten i in the green-room, 


Carried in comic parts geſtation's term, 


And litter'd among lumber in the ſcene-room. 


And not a few, more worthy of my pen, 


Were, ye and — ſtill are, Gentlemen. 


The Lapizs—here my ſubſea is not barren, 
But in rare anecdotic matter rich; 

Some of gigantic port, like Pork, or FarREN, 
J greatly long to give a gentle twitch : 


Others of ſhape and ſize more tiny, 

As Mrs. JorDan, or Miſs RoManzinr, 

With puffs I will fo tickle, that the elves 

Shall hardly know their little ſelves. 

In ſhort, to chronicle them all, 
Great and ſmall, 

Were I a book-maker, a book I'd make 

Thick as a Cheſhire-cheeſe, or Twelfth-day cake. 


Firſt, then, I fingle out Who, pray? 
SIDDONS, or ABINGTON, or KING, or KemBLe? 
T hat ſhall be known—another day ; 
Till then, fair Dames and Gents, attend and trem- 
ble! : 
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0D E II. 


MarrRE wiſheth to fing of Mrs. SiDDoNs, but is 
diffident what modulation to chuſe—Chuſeth at length 
the equivocal chord —Praiſeth her brother Joan, and 
vehemently calleth her to town. 


Fo Mrs. S1Dpows ſhould I ſing this Ode, 
I rightly underſtand not in what mode 
1 ſhould begin. 
That ſhe excels both YaTes and CRAwrORD crying, 
Would be to vilipend the dead and me 
A dreadful ſin! 


| Or ſhould I mount her ud on high, 


Ten thouſand miles above the preſent fry; 


That, ape- like, on the boards, whine, ſqueak, and 
ſquall, 


As Turkiſh Achukr, or fair Mrs. Power, 
Who plaifter pathos with a maſon's trowel, 
Or that nice breeches-loving dame, GooDALL ; 
Then would it inſtantly be ſaid, 
MaTTHEw, thou lay'ſt it on too thick; 


Of theſe poor 7om-tits would'ſt thou break the 
_ bread? 


Then, BRAMBLE, moſt unchriſtian were thy prick ! 


What then, O Mrs. Stopoxs, ſhall I do? 
For, true it is, I fain would ſing to you, 


A 2 | The 


ODES TO ACTORS, 


The foremoſt of the Theſp:an choir fo clear: 
With dead or living war I wage, 
I have no ſcale thy parts to guage, 
Thou art like Burton ale, _ like ſmall beer ! 


Yet certes much I hold thee in the right, 

For ſhrouding thy perfections from our ſight, 
In merry rural barns and happy hovels; 

Our Managers, to croud their deſert benches, 


| Muſt ſoon attack thee in thy country trenches, 


And heave thee up to town with poles and ſhovels. 


Then ſhall we ſee thee, ſable-clad, reſume 
Sad Lady Randolph, written by JohN Hums ; 
And ſure thou 7op'/t that part. Above all others, 


Thou paint'ſt the pangs of matrons and of mothers. 


The Lover's lute thou toucheſt not ſo well 
Aſk me no reaſon why—l cannot tell. 


In Douglas, too, let brother JohN appear, 
He did it admirably well laſt year; 
te There is no better acting, EsTz will cry, 
And, wonderful! for once he will not lie. 
Jonx's very phiz his parentage will tell us; 
For learned Caledonians ſay, 
Thoſe Douglaſes were iron- grey, 
Black- bearded, brawny, bruifing fellows, 


I lik'd thee, S1ppoxs, little in the Queen 
Of teſty Harry, twas too drawling flow. 
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ODES TO ACTORS. 5 


At Court, they tell me, thou haſt been 
| Heard and ſeen, 
And, therefore, better things ſhould'ſt know 
Than royal ſyllables in bars to ſhackle — 
Foh! Ma'am, it ſmells of Moorfelds' Tabernacle ! 


By Styx, much ſatire from my pen ſhall fly, 


If ſoon thou endeſt not thy ruſtic ramble ! 


But if in town thou pick'ſt thy Chriſtmas pye, 


Soft ſoothing ſtrains ſhall flow from MaTTHew 
BRAMBLE. 


ODE III. 


We BaRD gratefully apoſtropbixetb a FRIEND Di- 


vulgeth a dangerous conſpiracy — Nameth ſome of the 
chief conſpirators and proſßereth terms of compeſition. 


My. gen'rous FRIEND, ſole ParRON I can boaſt, 
Whoſe praiſe enlivens my poetic fire; 
Much do I fear thy kindneſs all is loſt ; 
Much do I fear I muſt unſtring my lyre. 
The AcToss, tag-rag, bob-tail, great and ſmall, 


Againſt my life are forming a cabal ! 


Moſt ſtrange the fact, tho' certainly moſt true is, 


Grave KEMBLE, ſtout of ſtature, broad and brawny, 
And ſlender, airy-form'd, light, laughing Lewis, 
For very dread look pale, nay, orange-tawny. 
Vain apprehenſion ! lo, I plight my troth, 
I am a vaſt admirer of them both ! 


1 Againſt 


\ 


Have been inveigled by their witching words; 


I hollow in your praiſes every day. 


6 ODES TO ACTORS. 


Againſt the Saracens as hermit PETER 
With Chriſtian fury preach'd a fierce cruſade: 
So they, againſt poor MaTTHEw and his meter, 
Have wond'rous green-room eloquence difplay'd; 
And men of ſpecial note upon the Boards 


Such as the gallant, noble hero BENSLEV, 
Who in the trade of acting oft doth men flay; _ 
And eke that worthy Gentleman JAMES AIcKIx 
My friends, I ſwear, ye ne'er were more miſtaken; 
For, tho” to you I have not tun'd my lay, 


In plaintive tones, too, Mr. THOMAS HuLL 
Vows with a battle-axe to ſplit my ſcull, 

And leave my batter'd jaws with ne'er a tuſk in 
Be merciful, ſweet : LJ of the buſkin. 


Yes 


> 


4,220 


The little ROTOR queer croeking Quick, 
Vows to uproot me with a ſingle kick. 


The man of mummery, the quondam-gipſey, 
Vows nought at all; for why ?—the man is tipſey. 


Ev'n from the fidlers I expect no quarter; 


In barb'rous guiſe ſome threaten to aſſail me; 
As WILLIAM PAR EE, the ſwain of quav'ring MAR TVR, 


Who on his hautbey ſwears he will impale me. 1 


That fort of death, methinks, were rather baddiſh, 
Worſe than of old the mullet or the raddiſb. 


Ye 


ODES TO ACTORS. - 


Le Gentlemen, ſo teſty and ſo hot, 
What ſhall I do to calm your rage and fear? 
I'll treat you each, either with dram or pot, 
At Fox's, SpExckk's, or the fam'd Brown Bra, 
Where General KEM BLE, with reſiſtleſs force, 
Belabour'd PRILLIMORE's ſuccumbent corſe. 


There, when ye get a little warm and mellow, 

And when I ſing ſome ſamples of my Odes, 
You'll find MaT BRaMBLE is no murd' ring fellow, 
That with abuſe good men and women loads; 
But one who DULLNESS, FOLLY, VICE, Will ſcratch, 
Of which your TROoOPs afford a pretty batch. 


Ma. BAN BIE returns compliments to the many unlearned 
Actors, who have ſent notes of enquiry concerning the meaning of 
the Mullet and Raddiſh in this Ode. He informs them it was a 

- puniſhment, and ſometimes a deadly one, among the barbarous 
Greeks, for a crime which 15 now done away by a Nenn mulct. 


Mr. Sy RES is the lateſt convict. 
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Mr. BR AM BLE declines a more minute elucidation, referring the 
Ladies and Gentlemen of Drury-Lane to the Claſſic erudition of 
Mr. KEM BLE, and thoſe of cn. to any erudite Claſſic 


they can find. 
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8  ODES TO ACTORS. 
0 D E 
NM AT THE draweth a compariſen between thoſe great ma- 1 ff 


nagers of public affairs, Meſſrs. KEM BLE and Pitt, 
and decideth in favour of the former, whoſe afions, 
good and bad, be animadverteth upon, and wiſheth hin 


ſucceſs, but without prejudice to his rival of Coven 7. 
GARDEN, 


. | | 
12 in the Theatre as in the State, 
Places and parts to talents ſhould be ſuited : 
But, well- a-day, and grievous to relate! 
In both this maxim ſound is hifs'd and hooted. 
Hence lovers tread the ſtage with, murd'rers faces, 
And knaves, by patent, turn to Lords and Graces. 


O mighty KEM BLE, and yet mightier PirT, _ 
Your conſciences, tho' ſear'd, I'll probe and ſearch); 
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| Tell me, ye men of ſtone, fay, is it fit 

q' That wens ſhould prey where eagles dare not perch ? 
Ji That characters of dignity and gain | 
1 None but your friends and fav rites ſhould obtain? 
= 
1 WILLIAM herein yet ten times worſe than Joux is; 
His are the loaves and fiſhes, cakes and ale; 

8 i Xx His, in ſtate cook ry, ev'ry marrow-bone is, 
if To gorge ſome yelping cur, or trundle-tail : 
f | Hence on the penſion- liſt full many a drone is, 
10 And hence fo frequent Merit's hopeleſs moan is. 
il But 
4. 


3 = 8 > 1 — FE DIE SS 2 PTE 
775. , 


: 5 5 b « 
Ma. Fo 2 „„ HOP 
55 N — — 


2 5 3 

— 8 - "4 „. CE P Rc” _ - 

y * * * 4 _ => . 5 : OE . 5 

4 "hs. 42>, <6 Y S 1 HET” LAS . » 

. SN I 8 — 3 n 
> ee" 25 O * e — wy < > WS, 
r og OF, - - COTE NN * 5 PR 


. S 
CR "© — oF 
** N 


— 22 : —— 
we. K . 2 
"FEE EEG 

wo * -4 ”y 
5 Cy 


SOD 


2 
N 


. 


= * z L * 
P 2 > EO IE OTINE 7 ey"? 

” 2 » — * = 

SAW Ser r : N Fae 
FR Dal NG 2220» ves * 


ODES TO ACTORS. 


But Jonn, I gladly own, 
Is more impartial grown. 
I wiſh, indeed, ſome traſh were on the ſhelf, 
And ſome more judgement ſhewn 
In chuſing parts to play himſelf. 


Great art thou, Jon, in grim CoxroLanus, 
That hurly-burly, fierce, yet feeling Hero; 
But fure thy Romeo is under Zero; 

For, Sir, it would require a pate of Janus 

Phizzes ſo diffrent dext'rouſly to put on; 


Hence, Joann, thy Lovers are not worth a button: 


Much merit in thy Ricard I diſcover ; 


Yet cry not thou like him, a harden'd dog, 
*.Becaule I cannot limping play the lover, 

« ] am determined to play the rogue] 
For if ſome things great changes underwent, 
Thou yet might'it well indulge thine am'rous bent; 
It by the roots thy black beard were up-ſhaven, 

And if the owzel-cock and throſtle 
Could from thy wind-pipe joſtle 
The roch and raven. 


Thus give I Mr. KzMBLE good advice, 

In Brambletonian terms, not over nice, 

And more ſhall give anon, if, ſafe from malice, 
] periſh not by feel, or poiſon d chalice, 

It I can brighter make his mimic reign 

J have not tun'd my ſportive lyre in vain. 


His 


10 ODES TO ACTORS. 


His reign, indeed, I do not wiſh vi&#0rious, 
For equally his Rival has my pray'rs; 
Happy I wiſh them both to be, and glorious, 
Dividing praiſe and peff in equal ſhares, 
Their courſe with honour and applauſe to run, 
And Fame's bright radiance gild their ſetting ſun. 


"ODE V. 


Mr. BRAMBLE threateneth—Maketh a ſimile— Then de- 
aicateth the ſequel of bis Ode to Mr. PAINTER, of 
CovenT-GARDEN THEATRE. 


O. cx more the !omobawk and ſcalping-knife 
I take, againſt the herd of Theſpian aſſes, 
Who trembling ſtand, and bray for limb or life 
To MaTTHEw, mighty Sachem of Parnaſſus: 
In act prepar'd to ſtrike, I make a pauſe, 
Doubtful on whom TI firſt ſhall fix my claws. 


So, borne on pinions ſtrong, the gaunt ſea-gull 
Hangs o'er the Hebride waters, ſoaring high, 
(Where Dutchmen cram their fiſh-boats ſquab ſo full,) 
And in the waves, with zeleſcopic eye, . 
Diſcerns the finny fry, 1 
As mackerel, herring, haddock, gaping cod, 
And other ies odd; 
2 5 — Then 
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Then darting downward, ſwift as lightning's flaſh, 
Among the brine he plunges with a daſh, 
Anc, riſing, ſhews, faſt in his fatal beak, 
A fine John Dory, glittering, plump, and fats 
Or ſuch, perhaps, his freak, 
A paltry, puny, good-for-nothing ſprat. 


Join KemBLE laſt I prais'd and glority'd, 

For which I hear the gentleman has thank'd me; 

And, which not faintly puffs my critic pride, 
Among his few impartial critics rank'd me. 

Now, ere on themes ſublime I further enter, 

I'll dedicate this Ode to Mr. PAINTER. 


The charms of lovely BxunTon, yet unſung, 
Io celebrate, reluctant, I refrain; 
The ſilver tones of her enchanting tongue, 
That oft have thrill'd my heart with pleaſing pain, 
And all the laviſh gifts by Nature lent her, 
I lay aſide—to ſing of Mr. PaIx TX. 


Nor will I mention Qu1ck, the little droll man, 
Nor PaRsoxs, tho' I love them both fo well; 
Nor thou, pathetic, energetic HoLMan, 

Whom ſome exalt to Heav'n, ſome daſh to Hell; 
From both opinions I am a difſenter— 
But now my ſong is due to Mr. PaIx TER. 


Dopp muſt lie over, and his ape La Masn, 
BLANCHARD, and BADDELEy, till fitter time, 
On 
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On Erwin, and his execrable traſh, 
My Muſe indignant ſcorns to waſte a rhyme, 
Till to his wife he turn a due relenter 
J have a better theme in Mr. PAIx TER. 


The laughter-loving- moving little JoR DAN, 
With all her “ quips and cranks and wanton wiles,” 
I cannot, for the preſent, ſay a word on; 
For, lo, fair FaRREN, with reſiſtleſs ſmiles, 
Vows that a brace of bantlings may content her 
So to my text I ſtick—old jolly PALIx TER. 


Not of more ſervice, in the Church and State, 
Are Curate EsTE and Secretary RoskE, 


Not of more moment, in a warm debate, Z 
Is Hoop, the Lord of Alexandrine noſe, 4 


Nor in conducting naval batiles quainter, 
Than in dramatic deeds is Mr, PainTER. 


While bluſhes fly Duxpas's baſhful ſnout; 4 
While BELGRAVE Homer quotes, and Ariſtotle; 1 
While WiLkEs the palace, ghoſt-like, glides about; 
And while the benny Duchkss, at her bottle, 
Derides intruding cares, that would torment: her, 


S0 long ſhall laſt the fame of Mr. PAINTER, 


When Dr. KIppis hooks no more compiles; 

When jingling Jargon flows from HavLEv's harp; 
When ſtupid ſeems brigh: Ax DRTwWS PETER MiLEs; 
And for a flat Marcns takes a ſharp; 

Then 
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Then of thy fame I would not be a renter; 
Thy fame is then in ruins, Mr. PainTER. 


Bans a ‚ ‚ EAN g , 
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ODE VI. 


 MartTrew relaxeth his ſeverity to the Afors—Condoleth 
with them on the terrific report that the Exciſe Laws 
3 were to be extended to their properties and lamenteth 
3 the conſequences of ſuch extenſion, particularly to Mrs. 
ABINGTON and Miſs FaRR NV. 


Arxcuocnos, avaunt! Iambics fierce 

9 Delight no more. Mild, melting Sappho, come, 
| And teach my Muſe the Theſpzan woes to hum, 

te In ſmoother numbers, and in ſofter verſe” — 

1 As Appison, whoſe fame fo loudly ringeth, 

Moſt tautologically lingeth. 
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N Acrons, male and female, whoſe thick heads 
1 vow'd to ſcalp, and curry all to ſhreds, 

Thoſe very heads I'll kindly itroke and cuddle; . 
As for your failings, rather than expoſe em, 

I'll pack and cram them in ſome hole to huddle, 
Like Brother Gray's, cloſe in his father's boſom. 
O could I grunt in ſuch lugubrious tone 
As Hannan More, yea, or a bagpipe drone, 

That 
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That tone, tho' hollow, yet were hardly fit 

To ſing the hollow wiles of WILLIAM PirtT ; 
Who round him ruthleſs darts his prowling eyes, 
And thinks of nought but GENERAL Excist! 


*T will ſcarcely credit gain, my Scenic friends, 
Vet „ true it is, and pity 'tis tis true,” 
His griping belly-ſqueezing ſcheme extends 

To you—yes, ev'n to you! 
In fancy, at this moment, he enacts 
A grievous, partial, and oppreſſive tax, 
Levied to be in manner of Exciſe, 
Upon your uſeful, pretty, ſmall nick-nacks, 
_ Calld PRoERTIIVs. | 


Who would not weep at this? Who would not wail, 
That zhings, whereof ſome ſeldom ſee the light, 
Should all be paw'd by hands of vulgar wight, 

And guaged by the ſcale, 
Like pots for beer or ale? 


What woes muſt then enſue, I trembling tell, 
To many a ftout-limb'd Beau, and full-form'd BELLE; 
When each Exciſeman, free made of the houſe, 
Each ſacred dreſſing- room ſhall enter ſouſe, 
For falſe-hair ſhaking ev'ry flowing poll, 

And poking his curſt rod in ev'ry hole, 


O mirthful 
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O mirthful ABINOTON, for thee I mourn, 
I curſe thy careleſs ſtars and cruel fate; 
- Thinking I ſee thy pate, 
All ſhav'n and ſhorn, 
Stript of its Yick'ry vaſt, and giv'n, 


Naked and bare, to all the winds of Heav'n.“ 


Yet deſtiny more dreadful muſt attend 
Fair FARREN, when ſome Gauger's filthy claw 
From her enchanting breaſt ſhall rudely draw 
Her ſwelling Boſom-friend; i 
And when the ſame vile claw ſhall fiſh up, 
From parts poſterior, her jolly Biſhop; ; 
Leaving her flat as flounder, plaice, or dab; 
Heav'n grant that, weary of her life, 
She ſnatch not up a tragic knife, 
And, moſt unchriſtian-like, her body ſtab! 


Much more I'll ſing of thoſe diſaſters drear; 


But now AyoLLo gently pulls mine ear, 
And in Orac'lous whiſper ſeems to ſay, 


Mar, thou haſt ſung ſufficient for to-day.” 


ODE 
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ODE VII. 


The Bak D vaunteth the ſuperior nature of his ſubjecl— 

Relateth a defamatory tale of Mrs, CROueH Pro- 

fe Heth his diſbelief of it, and chaunteth the prai Ye of 
that feveet for 25 1 95 


Excnuanrine Lyre, once more thy frame I take, 
With native {kill thy harmonies to wake, 

That ſkill by Fortune deem'd abundant ſtore ; 

For, giving it to me, ſhe gave no more! 


Obſcure for ever ſhall thy notes remain ? 
Unknown thy maſter's hand ? unheard his ſtrain ? 
As well might he eternal filence keep, 

And thou, untouch'd, unſtrung, for ever ſleep. 


No! Fame's fair ſmile ſhall be my certain prize, 
If to my theme my vent'rous ſong can riſe. 
I am no piper of th' Arcadian vale, 
Verſing to PriLL1s, and her frizzled hair; 
Neither am I a weaver, I declare, 
Of primroſes and poppies, red or pale: : 
. DraMaric FLOW'RS alone I love to cull, 
Wherewith the gay parterre is now fo full ; 
And as my flow'ry fragrant work proceeds, 
Perhaps I may grub up ſome ſinking WEEDS. | 
__ Deep 


> 
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Deep was thy debt, thou queen of crotchets, Crouch, 
To PHozsus, God of fiddling and of phyſic, 

For freeing thee, as all thy friends avouch, 
So cleverly from rheum and tick'ling phthy/ic : 

For, had'ſt thou fail'd to catch the Rovar clap, 
W hich in thy path to pick up like a rag lay, 

It might have been obtain'd, who knows mayhap, 
By pretty, huſky, tenor-ton'd Miſs HALEv. 


And yet dramatic infidels a ſtory | 5 
Relate, leſs tending to thy tuneful glory. 


c Whence came, ſaid one, © that coli? and what 


cc the caule ?” 
Reply'd another, From her cold applauſe. 


This SYREN, of enchanting face and mein, 


« Can bear no vocal rival in the ſcene. 

«© By her poor GEORGE was driven from Drury's 
e dwelling, 

ce For fin inexpiable—of excelling: 

« And now STORACE comes, with cadence longer, 


Pipe more extenſive, bellows ten times ſtronger, 


«© Crouch, as her laſt reſort, like pip-ftruck chick, 
© Low hangs her noſe, and peeps, Jin ſich; 
Then, to indulge her over-weening maggot, 


„ Mits HacLey is thruſt in, a faggor. 


But, Madam, prithee, why theſe airs ? 
« Do'lt think thyſelf another BiLLINGTON ? 


« Or that thy voice proportion bears 


To her's in ſweet pathetic thrilling tone? 
« Compar'd to her in Muſic's ſcale, 
“Thou art the wren, and ſhe the nightingale !” 
| 8 Such, 
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Such, Madam, was the vile detracter's ſpeech— | 
I call'd him lar, gave him blows, 4 
Tugg'd his ears, pull'd his noſe, 4 

And, finally, I kick'd his breech. 

For ſo much do I love thee, charming chanter, 1 

So prone am I in trifles to excuſe thee, 
I cannot even bear to hear them banter, 
Fear leſs abuſe thee. A 

Deſpiſe all ſuch; for cenſure give no cauſes. = 

And reſt ſecure of BxaMRLE's juſt applauſe. 

Mar 1s a man who ſomething knows of fiddling, 

And knows thy pow'rs are more, much more than 

middling. 5 
Conſcious enjoy the rank thou haſt obtain'd, 
By BEAUTY, MELODY, and MEEKNESS gain'd; 


Maintain thy poſt in operatic trenches, 
And Covent-Garden ſoon may mourn thin benches ; 


For what is BIiLLINGToON, great as reported, 
Unhbouſel'd, unappointed, unſupported ? 1 55 
That conSTELLATION ſure muſt brighteſt ſhine, 
Where sTARs of neigh# ring magnitude combine. 
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DE VI: 


Mr. BRaMBLE expreſſeth a modeſt diffidence of his powers, 
and prayeth for their encreaſe—Then celebrateth the 
celebrated Miſs FARREN at length and at large, 


O, PETER Pix DAR, for thy Muſe of fire, 


And the ſweet artleſs harp of wild FoxTaine ! 
I would not give a ſtraw for JuBaL's lyre, 

Nor MiIRIAM 's timbrel, and her Hebrew ſtrain : 
Thoſe fitted only were for pſalms and pray'rs, _ 
Things not much minded by my friends the PLay'ss. 


What varied verſe my varying theme demands! 
I wiſh I had BRIAREUSs' hundred hands; 

And ev'ry hand with fingers nothing worſe, 
No jot leſs nimble, cunning, firm, and quick, 
Than thoſe of the fam'd fiddler ] arnowick, 

Or Mr. BaxzincTox, the fam'd cut-purſe ! 

My heroes then, and gentle heroines, 

With their cici/beos and concubines, | 
Should be review'd in lines of different length, 
Exactly ſuited to their bulk and ſtrength. 


B 2 But 
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But ah! what airs divine befit the Dams, 4 7 
Whom now. I wiſh to conſecrate to Fame? J 
Not ſuch as, querulous and harſh, in vain, q 
Of wayward ſtars and cruel fate complain; F 
Not ſuch as by the taper's trembling gleam, 1 


Oft at lone midnight ſoothe ſad Fancy's dream, 
While o'er the mutt' ring chords I muſing fly, 


If any verſe which Paozsus kind imparts 4 
Could ſpeak the warmeſt throbs of feeling hearts; 1 
If any lays, by happy ſkill combin'd, 


Could fing the faireſt form, the nobleſt mind; 


That verſe Phæbean, and thoſe happy lays, 
I'd give to FARREN's pow'rs, to FARREx's praiſe. 


FARREN, thy Critics ſay, (what I deny not,) 
That on the ſtage thou only haſt one face, 
Which is a kind of ſmile, or ſimp' ring grace; 

At ſuch a cavil, ſweeteſt Lady, ſigh not; 

That bleſſed face, which they preſume to blame, 

Ts well worth twenty others I could name. 


For one—the mighty Stateſman, Mr. P1TT, 
Who hath, like thee, a longiſh noſe and ſharp, 
But Lord! his twinklers how they glare and warp, 
Like moon-ſtruck maniac in his fierceſt fit! 
Flaſhes they dart forth like a blackſmith's forge ; 
More charg'd with fire and brimſtone than e' er came 
From the great goglers of that murd'rous dame, 
Who, at our facred Sov* reign Lord King Grorcr, 
Brandiſh'd 
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Brandiſh'd a horrid hideous knife, 1 
And almoſt took his precious life. 


How different, FaRR EN, from thine eyes ſo bright! 


Hell-flame not differs more from Heaven's pure light. 


Half-ſhut, I ſcarce diſcern their humid roll; 
But thro” the ſilken laſhes ever gleams 
A lambent radiance of bewitching beams, 

That penetrates my marrow—yea, my ſoul. 


Thy lips, nor ſnut mum- chance, nor gaping wile, 


But gently-ſever'd, like a roſe-bud blowing, 
Through which a dear intoxicating tide - 

Of ſweet and balmy breath is ever flowing ; 
Nature's bleſt potion, deſtin'd to excite 
“The ſpirit of love and amorous delight :” 


Such is the look, and ſuch the tempting ſmile, 


That bids Platonics to the Devil go. 
Ye inarlers, who theſe charms a ſimper ſtile, 
I wiſh your ugly wives could ſimper fo! 


Much 1n the papers lately has appear'd ! 

Of jargon, lovely nymph, about thy beard. 

Thy beard, I ſwear, is ſofter than thy muff, 
Softer than ſilk, or cygnets' down fo fine ; 

Not wirey, ſtumpy, ſtaring, ſharp, and rough, 
Like quills upon the fretful porcupine!“ 


B 3 More 
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More if I knew I gladly would reveal it, 
Wherefore I humbly beg you'll let me feel it. 
Then thro' the world entire of rhyme I'll ramble, 
In ſtrains that to eternity ſhall bloom, 
To ſing the praiſes of thy buſhy broom, 
Prickled fo rapt'rouſly by MarTHEW BRAURBLE. 


— — — 


5 DE IX. 


Mr. KEMBLE 7s praiſed as a judicious manager, and 
Mr. La MasH as a ſeilful aftor—A deleftable His- 
TORIETTE ig ſubjoined. 


I LAUD and applaud thee, great Manager KeMBLE, 
For nicely diſcerning high merit from traſh; 

If chou, like a ſhepherd, thy cattle aſſemble, | 

What ſheep is among them like Mr. La Masa? 


A genius unrivall'd he is in his way; 

In long declamations he makes little flaſh, 
But in a ſnug part, where there's nothing to ſay, 

Breaks out in full glory 7all Mr. La Mask. 


This noting, thou well haſt aſſign'd him a walk; 
In holiday times, like the ghoſt of Beau Nasn, 

Thro' Harlequins Frolics as Lover to ſtalk, , 
Befits to a tittle the pow'rs of LA Masn, 
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Of thee, La Masn, I have no more to ling, 
To thee, therefore, I'll tell a pretty thing, 
A tale dramatic, tragi- comic too; 
So ſit, or ſtand, or ſtrut, or ſtare, or ſtroll, 
Fidget, and ſcratch thine elbow or thy poll, 
As at rehearſals I have ſeen thee do. 


Mitts PETER ANDREWS is a merry Wag, 
A monger of gun-powder, and of metre; 
Plays he can plan to-day, and Prologues tag, 
To-morrow, mingle ſulphur and /alt-petre : 
Both trades have well encreas'd his worldly ſtore, 
And luſtily he lives in ſtreet call'd Gower, 


Not long ago, MiLts PETER boil'd his pot“, 
Some choſen friends convivially to feaſt ; 
But wilfully omitted, or forgot, 
Among them to enrol his © known friend,” Esrr, 
The conundrumical, quaint, quibbling curate, 
A wight of head and heart alike obdurate: 


Which, when the parſon knew, (and who could hide 
From his keen-ſcented dinner-hunting nob 

A matter of this ſort,) he furious cried, 

The banquet ſhould be made a bitter job; 


* This ſtory is no poetic fiction. Squire BRAMBLE has only 
put into ſportive verſe a moſt ſerious fact. The proof may be 
ſeen in the contemptible criticiſms of THE WORLD, which, how- 
ever, he has not the cruelty to inſiſt on the Reader's peruſing. 


B 4 Nay, 
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Nay, tho” a parſon, moſt profanely ſwore, 
He'd pimp for praiſe to that damn'd ſet no more. 


Tidings of this dread oath to Gow'r-/reet flew, 
And, lo, the witlings gave themſelves for loſt! 
Inſtant each cheek turn'd pale, each noſe turn'd blue, 
Each ſtaring eye- ball ſeem'd to ſee a ghoſt. 
REYNOLDs, whole fame the parſon had been hollowing, 


Then blubber'd cut the lamentations tollowing : J 


“Our ſun of glory is for ever ſet! 
* Ah, PETEN AnDREws, how could'ſt thou forget 
To throw that mangey yelping cur a bone? 
ee Now Mall his curſt envenom'd fangs invade 
« Thy unborn Comedy, and my Crus ab R- 
« Alas, I weep, I wail, I grieve, I groan ! 


Not wi ithout cauſe, dear friends, my noſe ſo blue is; 


«© THE Dramar1sT I ſcarce can boaſt as mine, 
It owes its fame, its very life, to Lewis, 

« Whoſe acting makes the Yapid matter ſhine 
« Now, ſhould my other caſt for glory fail, 
66, like a dog, muſt whine and hang my tail! 


« What tho' for me WILL. SHIELD has cull'd ſweet airs 
fs From HawperL, HaypNn, Baca, JOMELLT, GLUCK, 
« And written ſome himſelf as good as theirs, 
C For which I certainly am high in luck; 
What muſic e'er can ſoothe the BLaTanT BeasT#F?. 
“ What muſic charm the rage of Parſon EsTz?” 


* See the Legend of Cour Tesy in SPENCER's Fairy Queen. 


He 
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He ceas'd. A noble gueſt who grac'd the board, 

Who deigns to dine with Poets, tho' a Lord; 

W hoſe virtues and whoſe talents more beget 

My rev'rence, than his ar and coronet, 

Whoſe fame to blazon, and proclaim his deeds, 
Were but to name him—'twas the DukE or Lztps; 

He, rather wond'ring at the coil they made, 

Thus to the lily-liver'd play-wrights ſaid: 


Genius, where'er with native fire it blazes, 
© Nor fears a blockhead's blame, nor courts his praiſes. 
What Player now regards Pro Roscid's traſh, 
ce Deſpis'd by WaLDRoN, WILLIAus, and La Masn, 
« Except JoHN KEMBLE ? who, I'm griev'd to hear, 
6e Still to the ſycophant can lend an car. 
* What Author now reads his dramatic news? 
Morte falſe and ſtupid ev'n than the Reviews. 


Papers there are, where Canpor holds the pen, 
« Where ſcholars write, poets, and gentlemen. 
c From ſuch, one ſingle line commendatory, 
« Shall, with the Public, more enhance your glory, 
Than all that Es can ſqueeze from out his ſcull, 
c Mad, muſty, mouldy, pert, abſurd, and dull.” 


ODE 


— oy — — —z— — — —U ö ũ — — 


26 ODES TO ACTORS, 


ODE X. 


_ MarTTHEw cenſureth the great poet Mr. Port—Ackniw- 


ledgeth a voracious appetite for Muſic, but complaineth 
of the dearth of that dainty—Falleth upon Mrs. Br L - 
 LINGTON, — getteth into an extacy. 


1 HAT little hunchback, ALEXANDER Porr, 


To give his carping, cauſtic humour ſcope, 
Affected HAx EL 's airs divine to ſlight: 

He lied the tuneful, tho' malicious, elf, 

Moſt ſurely had ſorne © muſic in himſelf, 
Nor was his © ſpirit dark and dull as night.” 


Never was Poet dead to Muſic's charms; 


At concerts oft I get in ſuch a pickle, 
1 think myſelf among the fainted ſwarms, 

T hat 1n the vales of Heav'n their timbrels tickle. 
An old Crenoma, and an older coat, 
Are the beſt things of worldly wealth I've got. 


Yet, tho' I own myſc:f thus muſic-mad, 
Some matters muſical I think too bad; 
Such as the price—the curſed price we pay 
For all things in the quav'ring, fiddling way. 
My. 
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My Miſtreſs, PoxrRv, delightful maid, 

In Courts neglected, ſeeks the rural ſhade: 
Her favours, how contemptible their rate is! 
Poor wench! ſhe frequently beſtows them gratis; 
While Musto lays a tax upon the Town, 

And ſcarce will grant a kiſs for half- a- crown. 


Thoſe things are meaſur'd by unrighteous meaſure: 
GI1ARDINY, dry and ſapleſs as a cinder, 
Ne'er to the heart of feeling gave ſuch pleaſure, 
As playful and pathetic PETER PinDarR, 
Yet rich, behold the fuſty fiddler ſwell! 
Heav'n grant thee, PETER, to come off as well! 


So, in the Theatre, I needs muſt ſay, 
The Buſkin and the Sock have not fair play; 
But yield ignobly to the pipe and ſtring. 
To Mrs. BiLLINGToON applauſe moſt due is; 
But to affirm that ſhe ſurpaſſes Lewis, 

Were to affirm a mighty fooliſh thing. 


Now, ſince by accident I've ſtumbled on thee, 
Sweet Syren BILLINGTON, thy faults*T'll tell—. 

Fear not- will not cut thee up and bone thee— 
No, Heav'n forefend! I love thy pipe too well. 


The greateſt fault in thee I can diſcern, 
Is, that thou rat'ſt thy wond'rous talents wrong; 
Why elſe thy love, thy rage, I fain would learn, 
For that child's whirligig Bravura ſong ? 
| | In 
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In fuch, with all thine efforts, let me tell thee, 
CRAMER, upon his fiddle, will excel thee. 


But in thy meaning Airs what charms abound! 


I often ſwear it is no mortal ſound _ 
That chains me faſt tay captive by the ears. 
Some talk of CHERUBIM and SERAPHIM 
Others, of that PYTHaGoREAN whim 
Which made a hurdy-gurdy of the ſpheres: 
For me, all ſimilies I ſcout and ſcorn, 
Too poor, too inexpreſſive, to be borne. 


When at thy magic melody I melt, 
J feel a nameleſs charm, like what I felt 
While a young Poet—juſt beginning trade, 
I fought my budget with good wares to cram; 
And, keener ev'n than Epwin eyes a dram, 
Ey'd NATURE in her lovelieſt garb array'd, 


High rocks I've clim'd, to hail the riſing Sun; 
In woods enjoy'd Noon's deep æthereal blue; 


And when the glorious Orb his courſe had run 


Down to the Weſt, where ſcen'ry ever new 
Floats on, from hillocks green I've bent my view, 
Fine ſhapes to find in the cloud-ſpangled air; 
My ſearch romantic ſtill I would renew, 
When CyNnTHIa mounted her nocturnal chair, 
And all the eyes of Heay'n ſhone out with ſparkling 
WE. > 


In 
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In ZxphyRs whiſp'ring, too, where wild brooks lave 
Sedges and willows, much I took delight: 

But neither Titan riſing from the wave, 
Nor the full ſplendor of his zenith bright, 

Nor all the ſtreaming clouds of various light 

That round his evening car in myriads throng, 

Nor ZzynyR's whiſper, nor the ſcenes of night, 
E'er to my heart emotions ſent ſo ſtrong, 

As, BIiLLINGTON, thy voice, warbling pathetic ſong. 


Take, then, the ſound advice of MaTTHEw BRAMBLEy 
On that blind aſs Bravura ceaſe to amble, 
His wriggling ſoon will wear thee out I ween; 
Let ſoft Cantabile be thy Po asus, 
So far more ſhalt thou charm, tho' leſs amaze us, 
And long unrivall'd reign our vocaL Qukxx. 


0D Ext 


The Poet complaineth of Coffee-houſe Critics—Civeth 
a ſpecimen of their Criticiſms — Refuteth them, and 
| kicketh at the Reverend Mr. ESTE. 


Ix Coffee-houſes, where I frequent wander, 
And much am b4or'd by many a ſtupid gander, 
Gabbling away on ev'ry public matter, 
I moſt 


— — — — —— 
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I moſt am peſter'd by a puny gang, 
Official doctors of dramatic flang, 
Which, magpie like, eternally they chatter : 


Thoſe Gents are minim Poets, minim Actors, 
Of puffing or abuſe convenient factors; 
They prate of manners and of Manneriſts. 
« BexsLEv,” fay they, © in all parts is the ſame; 
ce AICKIN is chaſte, but uniform and tame; 
* And, only by his croaking, Quick exiſts, 


« Old father PaRsoNs, too, much glory owes 
« Tohis droll mouth, droll chin, droll eyes, droll noſe; 


© Which mouth, chin, eyes, and noſe, he never changes, 


ce Whyle thro' a hundred characters he ranges. 

« Old BannisTzs's knit brows, and mouth awry, 

« Are ever evident to ev'ry eye. 

« And BADDELEv's ſhrill voice and ſhrugging ſhoul- 
« ders, 

« Are always obvious to all beholders. 

„ Ev'n noble Lewis, after all that's ſaid, 

« A manner has—to ſmile and ſhake his head. 

* SIDDONS, on ſolemn buſkins ſtilted high, 

6 Has but one manner to make people cry. 

« And JoRvan in her ſocks, leſs high by half, 

One manner only has—to make us laugh.” 


Forgive me, Proteus, that ſuch traſh I've ſung! 
Of Criticiſm, it is the draff, the dung. 

Reſpect for Manneriſts 1 always had, 

Unleſs the manner were confounded bad, 


W hat 
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W hat is a manner? Some bold ſtriking feature, 
Some character impreſſive, giv'n by Nature; 

And thoſe to whom ſhe gives it ſtill are gainers, 
For puppies, wittols, blockheads, have no manners, 


To make this matter clearly underſtood— 

What man is there ſo fooliſh, who ſuppoles, 

That PEPPER ARD EN, and the Lord call'd Hoop, 
By taking thought, could e er exchange their noſes? 

And certes bad were ſuch a change of nob; 

Both Werthies would be loſers by the job. 


So BENSLEY, could he quit his ſolemn tone, 
For BappeLery's arch look and ſqueak fo queer, 
And BaDDEL RV aſſume the deep-mouth'd moan— 
They both might carry garbage to a bear: 
No more they could command our juſt applauſe; 
And ſpaniel EsTz might ſnarl with cogent cauſe. 


ESTE, KEMBLE's trumpeter and trencher-ſcraper, 

Arch-critic of the College chriſten d GorHAM, 
Of the dark dreary World ſole bright'ning taper, 
Toad-eater to Sir CHARLES ſurnam'd HoTHam— 
Were I a playr, (his Rev'rence muſt excuſe me,) 
I'd fee the fellow fiercely to abuſe me. 


ODE 
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5 Nux ſeize thee, ruthleſs LEWIS, 


ODE XII. 


MarTTaEw profanely parodieth that great Lyric My. 


Gray, to ſing the ſorrows of that great Actor Mr. 
_ Cunt. 


Rebellion on thine orders wait; 
cc Supple and ſervile though thy crew is, 
« To ſtilt thy manageric ſtate! 
% Paiteboard helm, nor painted mail, 
« Nor ſock, nor buſkin, ſhall avail, 
« To fave thee from the gall'ry jeers, 
« From Cusirt's curſe, from Cusir's tears!“ 


Such were the words that o'er the creſted pride 
Of Mr. Lewis ſcatter'd wild diſmay, 
As down Bow-ftreet, upon the eaſtern ſide, 5 
Compaſs'd with ſcenic chiefs, he bent his way. 
« Watch! watch!” bold BannisTER began to bawl; 
« A dram!” cried Epwix ſtout, and turn'd him to 4 
the wall. = 


On a bench, whoſe antique end 
Peep'd on the Brown Bear's tap-room fire, 
Stern 
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Stern Cusir fat, and to a friend 
Pour'd forth his lamentations dire; 
Vaſt volumes of tobacco ſmoke 
Attending each tremendous word he ſpoke. 


tc Simple as here I ſit,” he, ſwagg'ring, ſaid, 

<« Laſt year, no longer ſince, I went to ſtroll, man, 
And in a tragedy a part I play'd, 

« Beyond the powers of HARLEY, or of HoLMan 
c Of dread and pity 'twas a pretty new bit, 
c Yet had been damn'd without the aid of Cugir. 


But now, eſteem'd a noodle, numſcull, ninny, 
« Nightly I hobble, tumble, gape, and ſtare, 

& As double of that heavy dolt DELYINI, 
« Ah! what a falling off, my friend, is there? 

te By ſcurvy never was of old a Jew bit, 

As now by dudgeon and deſpair is Cusir. 


0 Tho' Lewis builds upon the cedar's top, 
« And dallies with the wind, and ſcorns the ſun, 
« Above him yet, perhaps, I'll plant a pop 
« You underſtand me, Sir, a popping-gun: 
« Of pippin or potatoe, then, ſome true bit 
© May reach him, and revenge the wrongs of Cupir 


* Shall tyrant LEWIS lord it undiſmay'd, 
Exulting in his marrow and his pith, 
« While ev'n our gracious MoNnaRcH is way-laid, 
« And ſton'd, like Martyr STzen'n, by frantic 
« FRITH ? 


C TT 
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ce If ſo, by bugs may I be black and blue bit— | 
« Houſe, ho!—another pot for Mr. CuziT!” 


He faid, and in a high-froth'd pot of beer, 1 
Deep plung'd his muzzle up to either ear; 1 
Then, having ſuck'd ſome half-a-dozen pipes, ; 
To drain his bowels, and prevent the gripes, 
The fad Tragedian ſunk, a ſleepy ſight, 

Prone on the bench, and clos'd his eyes in night. 


DE III. 
MATTHEW'S DREAM, OR THE STATUES, OR THE 
VIRTUES. 


I: dreams from Jove proceed, as Poets ſay, 
Portending things to come, both bad and good, 
Then, certes, Jove is oft in merry mood, | 

And ſomewhat in the Harlequino way. 


Such phantoms frequent viſit my light ſlumber, 

Of ſhapes ſo wild, and in ſuch countleſs numbers; 
Some dim depicted, others bright and plain, 

Squeaking and gibb'ring ſome, like SHAKSPEARE'S | 

ghoſts; 55 
Others as mute and motionleſs as poſts— 

By Heav'ns, a magic-lantern ſeems my brain! ] 
2 Laſt | 
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Laſt night methought I ſtood in Brydges-ſtreet, 
Right oppoſite the never-fading Ros, 

And lo, the Theſpian Dome, the Muſes” ſear, 
Lay, like a boxer, kill'd by knock-down blows, 

All maſh'd to jelly, haſh'd and paſh'd to paſte— 

Sight ſo delightful to our men of taſte! _ 


A thouſand tongues I heard, and ev'ry tongue 
To Lady WALLAcxE's ſeem'd near a-kin, 
Quick as a child s, loud as a watchman's, rattle ;— 
Thoſe were the working FaIRIESs, nimble cattle, 
Like GENII at the houſe of ALapin, 
Or Dxvils on Paxpzmonium's pillars ſtrong. 


And ere my Pater-nofter I could mumble, 
Or croſs myſelf, or drop a ſingle bead, 
The Protnix THEATRE, with hollow rumble, 
Sprung from the ground, like Six from Satan's 
_ head. 5 


All in the front a row of niches ſtood, 

In which were figures, not of ſtone or wood, 

But fleſh and bone, and, tho' right well I knew them, 
I marvell'd much ſo catacomb'd to view them. 


Pond'ring on this, lo, from the portal arch, 
The Manager, JohN KeMBLE, ſtalk'd in ſtate; 
Which from my mind th' idea drove of arch, 
Of Jonx's old manner, old aſſociate; | 
© 2 But 
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But now he ſwam, like MERLIN in his chair 
g Not Lzw1s' ſelf could glide more debonair. 


He ſtopt, and ſtood in attitude majeſtic, 
Leaning on Lzar's long ſentimental beſt ſtick, 
And of a Freedom gen'rouſly made proffer ; 
But firſt I conjur'd him, by Maſs and Rood, 
To tell me why thoſe living figures ſtood, 
Each like a mummy cas'd in cedar coffer. 


te Friend Mar,“ quoth he, © I'm truly glad to ſee 
© thee—— 5 , EY 

| : Accept the Freedom—take it, BRAMRLE, prithee! 

j c Then I'll expound the myſt'ry to thy mind, 

« Of thoſe lay figures here like ſaints enſhrin'd; 

« Which thou to all the world in deathleſs ſtrain, 


de May ſt tell to-morrow, if thou wilt, again.“ 


ODE XIV. 
PATIENCE. 


Mr. KeMBLE ſpeaketh. 


li | cc 2 75 

j F IRST, then, 'tis all an allegoric whim); 
Things, as thou know'ft, are ſeldom what they ſeem : 
« Such 
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ce Such was our Architect's ſurmiſe, no doubt 


c To teach the VIRTUESs Theatres were made; 


« And, therefore, ſymbols of that virtuous trade, 
« If inly wanting, yet ſhould blaze without. 


ce Remark that man of cool and quiet bent, 
« Standing like PaTitncs on a monument, 
66 Guiltleſs of paſſion's whirlwind and wild ſtorm; 


« Serene he holds out his lethargic nob, 


« Ambitious to excel ſcorbutic Jos, 
“Who modeſtly nicknam'd himſelf a Worm. 


« And, lo, he es in a crooked line, 
« Not HocarTH's Curve of Beauty 10 divine; ; 

« He looks, egad, 
ce A Grecian Epſilon, or Roman 2. 
« When twenty mortal murders crowd the ſtage, 
66 Or raviſh'd girls, or raſcals choak'd with rage, 
« He, in his corner, cloſe abides, and ſtable, 


Like a grave aſs among the village rabble. 


No ſtep, and ſee, who this ſame wight ſo grave 


4 3 


I ſtept, and ſaw, twas placid kiddy Davis. 


C 3 ODE 
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ODE XV. 
TEMPERANCE. 
Mr. KEMBLE proceedeth. 


by N ow to the next—Obſerve that viſage ruddy, 
© Which once, with walnut rubbing, ſhew'd like ink; 
ce The eyes are not inflam'd, nor are they muddy, 
ce Proof of a total abſtinence from drink. 


cc Sir, ſneer not at the ſhanks, tho? ſhrunk and lean; 
c Nor ſay, What has done this? Brandy? or Gin? 
ce Neither, ſweet Mar; but ſtudy hard, I ween, 
« Has drain'd him to a ſkeleton ſo thin. 


« What vaſt acquirements hath this FIœuRE made, 

& Since he forſook the tink' ring gipſey trade, 
Where, from the ſtream, he quaff d, and guttled 
ce flumm'ry, | 5 
&« And learn'd a filthy ſort of dirty mumm'ry, 

« Which altogether now he hath unlearn'd, 
ce As by his action chaſte may be diſcern'd! 


«© DEMOSTHENES with ſtones would ſtuff his jowl, 


Then, on the ſea-beach, bellow, huff, and bow, 
: 1 --- 0 And 
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cc And ſo became prime Orator of Greece: 
« And that obſcure Burroox, by pray'rs and faſting, 
« Hath gain'd a nich in Glory's temple laſting, 
« Nay, better ſtill, hath gain'd the Gol DbEN 
« FLeecE!”. 


ODE XVI. 
CHASTIT V. PRUDENCE. 
Mr. KEM BLE continueth. 


” F oR CHasTITY, behold an empty chair! 
Each of our Ladies prov'd ſo fierce a claimant, 
«© The Maſter-maſon ſwore, by ſtones and cement, 
Not one of them ſhould heave her haunches there: 
« And ſo, for that, we truſt to the great hammer 
4 Of that great ſtone-conſumer, Mrs. DAMER. 


<« But mark that man fo big, ſo broad, fo tall, 

« So humble and fo diffident, withal : 

He, for profuſion, ne'er deſerv'd reproof ; 

« He ne'er took coach when he could pad the hoof; 
He ne'er a guinea ſquander'd on a wench; 

« And ever langh'd at Bailiffs and the Bench: 

« Hence, bleſt with manners all the world to pleaſe, 
« He lives in dignity and honour'd eaſe. 

« Could PRuDEN ck wiſh a cooler man or calmer, 

«© Than ſteady, ſtaid, ſecure, and ſnug JohN PALMER!“ 
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ODE XVII. 
MODESTY. 
Mr. KEMBLE concludeth. 
” Lo! there a look to make a harlot bluſh, 
So cool, ſo coy, ſo penſive, and ſo pale; 


<« Not rubicund, with brandy, beer, or ale, 
“Like BazDoLen's noſe, or Mosxs' burning buſh, 


_« May's mornings, gentle, genial, warm, yet mild, 


« With all their charms, friend Mar, full well thou 
Go « know'ſt; 
cc Happier than I, who, ſince I was a child, 
“ Have NaTuRE known, alas! but by her ghoſt; 
ce Juſt as that AxcHIMAus the SCENE-PAINTER, 
* On wings and flats might chuſe to repreſent her, 


cc But thoſe ſame morns of May, I have been told, 
« Some forty years ago, Sir, when I ſtroll'd, 
_ « Diffuſe delicious radiance o'er the ſkies; 
ce It may be ſo; yet boldly will I fay, 
Such rage were never ſhed by Moan or May, 
As thoſe now beaming from 9 W eyes.“ 


A loud horſe- laugh at this I blurted out, 
And cried, © Moſt mighty Sir, you jeſt, I doubt! 


« Is 
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« Is not that FiuRE Mrs. ABinGToON ? 
On her what Devil made your Maſon fix? 
He might as well have rais'd the antique ſtone 
„ Denominated VENUS MERETRIX!” 


Juſt as that learned word I ſpoke, 
A curſt Tom-cat my ſlumber broke, 
| Followed by half a dozen feline whores, 
My roof profaning with their loud amours. 


This Visron, whether genuine or ironical, 
Like Joan in PaTMos iſle, I truely chronicle. 


ODE XVII. 


Marruw contradifeth divers fly and malicious reports. 


WI felt the ManTuan Bard arriv'd in Rome, 
(A man ye may have heard of, I preſume, 
Deep-ſtudied Heroes of the London ſtage,) 

He had not one denarius in his ſcrip, 

To buy a Cambrian rabbit, or a nip, 
Far leſs a gorgeous garret to engage. 


A- nights, ſupine he ſtretch'd his drowſy hulk 
Upon a Cobler's ſtall, or bench, or bulk, 
And ſullen ſnor'd th' oblivious hours away 
By Heav'n, I know not how he paſs'd the day! 
: = 


At length, his matchleſs Genius to proclaim, 
And catch the flying robe of lady Faux, 
A pretty Diſtich on a board he ſcrawl'd: 
Next day the buſtling City ſeem'd on fire, 
After the nameleſs Poet to enquire 
„ What! what! who, who did this?“ ev'n C san 
bawl'd. 


You wiſh to know the drift of this preamble— 
Believe me, Sirs, the tuneful Mr. BRAMBLE, 
Who yet ne'er ſung a ditty nor a dirge ill, 

Is honour'd as of yore was Mr. VIRCII. 


Critics by dozens daily ſcud about, 
With Marrhw's Odes immortal in their pockets, 
Straining their eye- balls almoſt from their ſockets, 
The cunning covert wag to ferret out. 


The knowing few reluctantly confeſs, 
They are thrown out ; the babbling vulgar pack, 
To ſeem ſagacious, make a ſilly gueſs, 
And clap ſome aſs's ſaddle on my back: 
It much behoves me, therefore, to diſclaim 
The calumnies accurſt that clog my name. 


Lately J heard a Covent-Garden ſtager, 

In SpExckR's make a very ſtupid wager, 

That in the Pantomime, fo well compil'd 

By their ingenious Prompter Mr. WiLD, 

The Peacock, drooping tail'd, and creſted high, 

Was play'd—(Earth, 85 and air, and dazzling ſky ! 
I tremble 
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I tremble while I tell ſo mad a thing!) 

By Mr, Prrr, our great lieutenant King 

« Who elſe,” quoth he, © fuch lumb'ring load co 
ce carry? 

cc Who elſe could be to rear bla tail fo wary?” 


We great men thus by ſmall folks oft are uſed. 
Prr may do as he pleaſes—MaTTHEW BRAMBL:. 


', "0 Kane accuſtom'd yet to be abuſed, 


For fair report will make at leaſt a ſcramble; 
And try to muzzle, or hamſtring thoſe aſſes, 
The braying Oppoſition of PARN Assus. 


With anecdotic noddles chuckling gaily, 
Some lily whiſper that I'm Mr. HavLey : 

I know not whereupon they ground that lie. 
Have they diſcover'd any of my Odes, 
Employ'd in CLoacina's lone abodes, 

Or cuſtar d bottoming, or Chriſtmas-pye ? 


Others affirm that I'm Miſs Hannan Mok, 

AeoLLo's ſcrubbing houſemaid, not his- 
Of Miſtreſſes the God is nicer grown. 

For which of all my ſins is this related? 

A Tragedy from France I ne'er tranſlated, 

And palm'd it on the Public as my own. 


Some, yet more cruel, ſay that I'm Miſs Szwaro, 
Whole paltry cock-boat long has blown to leeward, 
Too 


| 
4 

| 

| 
A 
: 
| 
| 


44 ODES TO ACTORS. 


Too feeble built to bear the blaſt of Fame. 
As lief I'd have them tall me Mrs. SMiTy, 
Miſs Buznty, MarG'RET Nicaorso0N, JohN FRITH, 
Or any other Gzn1vs they can name. 


Word of denial to all ſuch I corn; _ 
And bid them awe-ſtruck mark mine eagle flight, 
On wings by Prozsus imp'd, exulting borne, 
Amid the glorious blaze of ſolar light ; 
Proof poſitive to each enquiring elf, 


That mighty MaTTHEw BRAMBLE is—HIMSELF., 


—— 
—— 


E X. 


The BARD grieveth for Mrs. Sippoxs, grinneth at Sir 
 Jonn GaLLINI, and boweth to Mrs, FITZHERBERT. 


Ix green VALDARNO's genial calm retreat, 
Of Learning and of Love the favour'd ſeat, 


The prying Tuscan ART1ST went to pore 
On Moon and Planets, ſtars and milky-way, 


Their private motions hoping to diſplay 


In better faſhion than was done before. 


Myriads of minor magnitude raight paſs 
Unheeded o'er the area of his glaſs, 
Eternal ſpangles of Heav'n's whirligig : 
But if a Comer ſhook its tail a-far, 
Foreboding weather bad and bloody war, 
The man would ſtart and ſtare like a ſtuck- pig. 
: Much 
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Much more, when to ſome corner of the ſky, 
Where oft a Sun remote had met his eye, 
His tube he turn'd and found a deſart ſpace; 
That Sun extinct, its ORBS to Chaos hurl'd, 
Tho' each, perhaps, much better than this world, 
With better Animals than Abau's race. 


Even ſuch a man am I, 
Aſtronomer of the Dramatic ſky; _ 
Without diſguſt, and eke without delight, 
I ſpy a file of Actors ev'ry night, 
That conſtant in one line appear, 
. Stiff as the * of the Axc ric BEAR. 


But, in Aphelion loſt too long, I ween, 
When Comet HoLman on the ſtage is ſeen, 
Eager, as FRirEH to ſtone the KING, I run 
To view the blazing vot'ry of the Sun. 


Vet there I look, dread Pow' as, 3 look 5 in vain, 
For STaxs in matchleſs radiance wont to reign; 
SIDDONS, Where art thou gone? 
Where are thy wiles enchanting flown, 
Wiles Heav'n-deriv'd, that often drew, 
The tear of ſorrow and of rapture too ? 
I ſay, nay more, I madly ſwear, they lie 
Who tell me, magic Sibpoxs, thou muſt die | 


A brainleſs fellow, in his random knocks, 

Is that ſame ruſty-fuſty Squire call'd DRarn; 
Daily he ſmites ſome ſcores of Chriſtian folks ; 
Of ſuch as might as well have ne'er drawn breath; 


Of 


* 
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Of ſuch as no relation, or connection, 


Would give a teſter for the reſurrection. 


With equal coolneſs, too, he ſtops the wind 

Of thoſe for immortality deſign'd, 

Leaving the world to wail and curſe his blunders, 
His want of due reſpect for NaruRE's WONDERS. 


 SIDDoONs, to ſpare thy breaſt one real moan, 


Were I MELOMENE, thy guardian Muſe, 
I'd leave the haunted groves of HzL1con, 
Its bow'rs of Aſphodel and balmy dews, 


And at thy door, deſpiſing wind and weather, 


Stand watchful ſentinel for weeks together. 


There if I ſhould eſpy that ſame grim SezcTRz, 


Poiſing his lance, ready on thee to ruſh, 
I'd ſeize his ſhank, and read him ſuch a lecture, 


As, had he any blood, would make him bluſh. 
I'd tell him plainly, Ma' am, that you and I 


Together liv'd, and would together die! 


The Mus: fo ſaying, Truth would only fay ; 

« Abſence is death to thoſe that /ove”—or play. 
Ev'n now, at Drury, Tragedy is dead: 

They till, like fools, enact ſome ſorrowing ſcenes; | 

But at the yelpings of their heroines 
What boſom throbs? What burning tear 1s ; ſhed? 


Thither I go; but, Heav'ns, what ſhocks I feel! 


. In metaphor, I'm broke upon the wheel; 


Juſt 
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Juſt as when to the ſhow of Joan GALLIVI 
I faunter, like a dilettante ninny, 


To hear ſome freſh imported puppy ſqueal. 


To hear—no, Reader, hang poetic jeering ! 
His Show, as yet, has nothing worth the hearing. 
I only go to /ee . 
Nymphs, that on Ida's top, 
Had made the Apple Goppzsszs go hop, 
All three. 


Vet if, the faireſt of the Fair, 
Divine FITZHERBERT be not there, | 
Whoſe mind, I'm told, as charming as her face 1s, 
Adorn'd by all the Loves and all the Graces, 
The Hzav'n of Beavry lours without its Quztn, 
As wanting S1DDONS, lours the T'Racic SCENE. 


— — . * — — 


o DE xXx. 


Marrhkw propoſeth a reformation of the Theatrical 

_ conftitution—Speaketh of that powerful CHIEFT ALX My. 

DunDas—and pathetically fingeth his forlorn ſitüation 
in the event of a diſmiſſion from the ſtate helm. 


Anicoor's a mighty pretty thing, 
By which a CLown may imitate a KING. 
Sir 
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Sir SCEPTRE ſends his Sycophants a-grazing, 
Who dare their wonted dirty work forget ; 


And inſtant, with ſagacity amazing, 


Culls, and appoints to place another ſet. 


Don Dux OroRk ſo to market ſends his cows 
Dry-drawn, and all his other cattle crazy; 


Yea, thither gladly would he ſend his Spouſe, 
And milk-maids too, when fuſty grown and lazy. 


| KemLE and Lewrs, know ye aught of this, 


HARRIS, and SHERIDAN, and lyric LINLEVY? 
No! yet the meaſure were not much amiſs, > 
Tho' for ſomedays your troops might look but thinly. 


Twere well, great Sirs, methinks, if you'd adopt 
Our Parliament's moſt ſapient Conſtitution ; 


And, after certain ſeaſons over-hopt, 


Give to your Companies a Diſſolution ; 
So might old Members ſtand, or new be ſent, 
From Towns and Shires remote, to repreſent. 


I wiſh to Heav'n this very year you'd try it! 


I'll pawn my ears you loſe no penny by it, 
So fine 'twill proſper with the general poll. 


Then might we ſee Dux Das, that ſtately ſtallion, 


Set up at Edinburgh, with bold Joan HALLION 95 
Ex merito, on one election roll. 


* A 1 of long ſtanding, and great reſpectability, in the 
Edinburgh Theatre, chiefly diſtinguiſhed by the extreme medyly 


of his Jock and deportment. 


| Certat im 
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Certain defeat would wait on Jack the play'r; 
For Caledonia's Roſcius, W oops, is there: 
Yet little dudgeon that would cauſe to Jack— 
He'd quickly drown it in a bow! of ſack. 


How diff rent were the fate of Stateſman Harzv, 
Should all his ſchemes, deep-laid, at once miſcarry ! 
He'd grin like iron-headed CHarLss at Bender, 
Forced by grim Janiſſaries to ſurrender, 


Flying for aye fair W1MBLEDON's Seraglio, 

By bleak Loch-EARN * he would depoſe his buſt, 
And reſt as doth ſome buried bronze intaglio, 

_ Chatting with Meſſieurs Canxzs, Rus, and DusT: 
SL1iGaT from her ſcrip would cull each bitter cruſt, 
And bid him, nothing loth, thoſe morſels enaw : 
Fair GoRDoN in her cheek her tongue would thruſt : 

No Nymph would ſtroke his chin with velvet paw, 
Nor turn-coat Prieſt attend, his mangey back to claw. 


'Thus Sailors tell, that curious fiſh ſo plump, 

Baptiz'd a Sza-cow, ſitteth on the ſhore: 
Around him forty jolly females jump, 

While he, as grave as SOLOMON of yore 
Among his concubines, doth ſnort and ſnore: 

Some ſuck his tuſks, ſome ſmooth his treſſes grey, 
And others tickle up his tail ſo hoar; 

In amorgſo growl, he ſeems to ſay, 
* Laſſes, I hugely like this Patriarchal way!“ 


— Where he has a Hunting-ſeat. 
B Another 


— —— = 
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The vanquiſh'd lubber leave alone to rot, 2 


Squirt at the moaning Monſter, as they paſs him by. 
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Another Cow, or, if you pleaſe, a Bull, 
Athwart him comes, inflam'd with love ſo hot, 
And makes a pretty op'ning in his ſcull— 

Strait all the Missxs, caring ne'er a jot, 


n ee eee 


And off with his victorious Rival fly. N 
Then gulls and gannets him defile, I wot : i 
And ev'n the meaneſt of the fiſhy fry 


V oovn fhill in Greek, that Lingo much in vogue 


Informs you that DiockExEs, the dog, 


"O'D E XX. 


With Anabaptiſt-Chemiſts and Corn-cutters f, 


Was wont to ſearch in highways, byways, gutters, 
Under the blaze of noon, (a puffing plan,) 
By glimm'ring lantern-light to find a Man. 


Should I the Cynic's hunting keep in a 
And hound-like thus my Theſp;an game purſue, 
A glimm'ring lantern would not do, I doubt; 
Bearing a torch ſo blazing I muſt waddle, 
Yea and my noſe with convex lenſes ſaddle, 
To find a full-accompliſh'd Actor out. 


* The chemical nomenclature, conſidering the improved ſtate 
of the ſcience, is ſhamefully unſettled. 


+ An advertiſing Artiſt of this craft ſtyles humſelf CHIRO- 


PODIST. 
2 | Ladies, 
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Ladies, in either houſe, of Tragic face, 
Abound; but who the buſkin wears with grace ? 
Who can, with force, the lofty verſe declaim, 
Or, with ſucceſs, at genuine paſſion aim? 
Except that ſtately Princeſs, Mrs. Pops, 
Who yet, grown older, may improve, I hope. 


Hence, as I hear, the Opera of Cops 
Hath cramm'd, yea made a rupture in his fob; 
Caus'd partly by the abſence of ſweet ſorrow, 
And partly by the preſence of Eupora. 


Sweet Mrs. KEMBLE, whither art thou gone? 

I mean the ſpouſe of STzPHEN, not of John ; 
The latter is in truth a pretty woman, 

But, as an Actreſs, boaſts not pow'r uncommon ; 
While STzPpHEN's mate ſeems deſtin'd to inherit 
Her ſiſter Siopoxs's bewitching ſpirit. 


With Looks, for gentle mild expreſſion made, 
That need from Art no meretricious aid ; * 
An air, of dignity and grace combin'd; 

A voict, from METop herſelf purloin'd, 
Whoſe tones each ſource of pathos can explore, 
And vibrate Rapture ev'n in the heart's core; 
ManNexs that vary with the varying ſcene ; 
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From ſimple Cowftip to fad IIENRVY'S QukEN.— | 


Unlike her private manners, where, tis plain, 
Fair ViRTvE holds invariable reign ;— 


With all theſe pow'rs and charms by Nature bleſt, 


SHE at the fire-ſide is allow'd to reſt, 
D 2 


Or, 


es Ter ee nt 
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ö | 3 1 4 5 | 
Or, with the woodcocks ev'ry winter migrate, 


To mix with aſſes that her ear and eye grate. 


Bring me my torch and ſpectacles, ſo-ho! 


I'll find why matters are miſmanag'd ſo; 


Detect the jaundic'd Jealouſy, or Spleen, 

Or Envy, rolling in her venom'd folds 

That, maugre fair Opinion, ſtill withholds 
The ſweeteſt Child of Nature from the ſcene. 


Then woe be | to the back that bears the blame! 


The ſharpeſt rods in Satire's pickling tub 


Shall be pick'd out the culprit's hide to drub, 


And ev'ry roar he gives ſhall be my game : 


For pleaſure of moſt poignant ſort I feel, 


In breaking Infamy upon the wheel ; 
But nobler, when in arms I gallop forth, 
Th' indignant Champion of neglected worth. 


—— — . a 
” a — 
* — 


ODE XXII. 


MONODY 


ON THE MALICIOUS REPORT OF HIS DEATH. 
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1 Ba auzE is dead!” they cry: but who has kill'd me, 


Of all the aZing and the fidling ft? 


Has BaRRTM ORE right thro? the zhorax drill'd me, 


With that dread foil which maim'd Jonx KEMBLE's 


fiſt? 


Or 


tos, _ W 


* then 
3 
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Or Joux himſelf, at my light cenſures wroth, 
Aſſaſſin- like, put rat's-bane in my broth? 


Have I with piſtol, or with penny- cord, 
Been ſped to Heav'n at Vauxhall by James Hook ? 
Or hung at Ranelagh, (death moſt abhor'd !) 
On AsHLEY's double-baſſoon's dreadful crook !_ 
No! ye who lov'd me, and my abſence wept, 
Know MaTTHEw was not dead, he only ſlept: 
| Know too, ye men of mummery and ſound, 
| Whom late I ſeem'd no longer to purſue, 
That, ſportſman-like, I only chang'd my ground, 
But ſtill my fav'rite quarry kept in view; 
And now, no more in liſtleſs languor ſunk, ; = 
But vig'rous, like a giant ſemi-drunk, 
(As faith King Davip,) lo! I riſe again, 
Great NIMROD of AepoLLo's badger train! 


— —— ͤ ́—äUöàü: . — 22 — — — 


In Hay-market I ſoon ſhall ſmoke their hole, 
And uncouth, ſhaggy, roaring brutes diſlodge : 
| Some to the neighb'ring villages will trudge, 
To ſwing for ſhew upon a poult'rer's pole; 
Others fly off, and lurk a while unſeen, 
To trim their frouzy beards and tails obſcene. 


A while the Minſtrels may eſcape my laſh, 

Like ſturdy beggars all the ſummer ſtrolling; 
But, driv'n to town, by cold or want of caſh, 

Each ſhall receive from Br amBLE due condoling. 


5 What 
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What anecdotes ſhall then adorn my ſong! 
Ev'n JARNOWICK, perhaps, I may be pert to; 

That patient Artiſt, who, for two years long, 
Labour'd fix hours a- day at one Concerto; a 

Till all his neighbours, ſave a dear old crone, 

Fled from th' eternal never-yarying drone. 


Hence, then, ye bloſſoms that perfume the vales, 

Ye breezes ſoft that ſoothe the ſlumb' ring night; 

Ye murmurs floating on the ev'ning gales, . 

Inſpiring ſweet repoſe or dear delight 2 
*Go, live in DELLA CRusca's flow'ry airs ; 

Give me November fogs, fidlers, and play'rs ! 


o DE XXII. 
WARNING A VISION, 


wh Vue 'ST wou or wak ſt thou, Mar? thine head 
ſoo low 
« Among the ſedges ſunk may riſe no more; 
« Turn not thine ear to breezes ſoft and ſlow, 
But rouze to anſwer rampant FoLLy's roar ; 
« Elſe from thy hand I ſnatch my fineſt dart, 
« And inſtant hurl it to thy thankleſs heart!“ 


Such were the words that turn'd my locks to grey, 
When dreams are true, about the dawn of day. 


Forth 
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Forth I had gone the midnight moon to view, 
And through the ſlumb' ring woodlands wander'd long, 
Enamour'd of lone Philomela's ſong, 
And ſtreams that murmur'd faint, and winds that 
ſcarcely blew : 


At ia; with entity compleatly drunk, 
Down in a ſhelter'd nook I gently ſunk ; 

And, ere an Ode to SLEEP I could deviſe, 

The gen'rous goddeſs came and clos'd my eyes. 


D1sevsT, why tread'ſt thou ſtill EnjoymenT's heel! 
' Waking, how wild, how waſted did I feel! 
Quite ſtiff and ſtoney, like a WzpGwoop-pot, 

Or mother * or Mrs. Lor! 


et in that eat dewy nap, 
To ſee a Viſion was my hap; 
Wherein thoſe words of threat'ning drear, 
| Already ſung, alarm'd my mental ear. 


"Twas Sar gave the threat, I could diſcern; 
Her looks were friendly, though her words were ſtern; 
And thence, though cold or terror. made me chatter, 


J anſwer'd inſtant, © Goddeſs, I lack matter.“ 


Fi, fo, and fum, in anger ſhe replied, 


« Haſt thou no better hole thy head to hide ? 


7 If fo, g⁰ ſing a requiem to this world. 


Py” Matter of mine, my friend will never lack, 
D 4 « Till 
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Till Doow herſelf ſhall give the awful crack, 
And carth and ſkies be into chaos hurl'd. 


cc In ſearch of FoLLy, take a trip to France, 

ce So lately honour'd by her fav'rite glance“; 

« As HOWARD went in climes remote to roam, 
Hunting for Mis'xv—miſſing her at home, 


«© No! look around thee; lo, on ev'ry hand, 
The hiſſing Hydra fills thy native land 
« Falſe taſte in writing ſtill pollutes the page, 
« Falſe taſte in acting ſtill deforms the ſtage. 
Has Enwin yet forgot to balderdaſh 
« His parts with ſlang and native gipſey traſh ? 
« Or Mr. Davies, that moſt airy wight, 
« Yet learn'd the ſingle art—to ſtand upright ? 
« Somewhat of this would more become thee, Mar, 
„Than Sonnetteering to the owl and bat, 

« With whom J leave thee in romantic dream; 
She ſaid, and yaniſh'd like the lightning's gleam, 


This probably alludes to the abolition of ranks, a hs in 
which FoLLy had, perhaps, as much ſhare as Philgſapby. 
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My. BRAMBLE 7s confident that the Reader will thank 


him for inſerting the following elegant compoſition. He 
ſolemnly affirms, that it was not written by himſelf to 


himſelf, but is the genuine, though, perhaps, too partial : 


Alen o frindfip.. 


TO MATTHEW BRAMBLE, ESQ. 


„ eee thou'ſt ſeen, no doubt, a little print, 
Borrow'd, indeed, from tale of sor old; 

From this ſame ſcraping thou may'ſt take a hint 

A hint to thee, more precious ev'n than gold. 


The Artiſt's ſkill has drawn a wanton bear 
In ſearch of honey tumbling down a hive, 
From whence the buzzing tenants vengeful drive, 
To make him loudly curſe his ſav'ry fare. 


Some ſettle on his eyes, 
Some on his noſe, 
Reſoly'd that no excuſes ſhall avail— 
One to his ear with furious anger flies; 
With equal rage another goes, 
And leaves ! its venom in his burning tail. 


Now, 


— — TEINS — 
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Now, tho? a bear I do not think thee, BRAM RLE, 


For faith too well I like thee to abuſe thee, 


J fain would ſave thee from as dread a ſcramble, 


And from a ſwarm who worle than bees would uſe. 
mee. 


In ſhort, good friend, thy merry Opxs, 
That laſh ſo well the acting tribe, 

Have conjur'd ſuch a ſtir, 
That ev'ry Dame and Sir, 
Who ſtrut upon the ſtage, 
Repeat thy name with rage, 

| And, ſwoln, like bloated toads, 

| Would gladly find thee out with any oil or Vene 


Then take this hint, and ſtill remain perdue, 


F or ſhould they know thee, think what thou might i 


rue, 

Perchance behind the ſcenes thou lik'ſt to ſtroll, 
To learn if aught dramatic new is— 
To chat with eaſy-manner'd LEWIS, 

Or laugh with little Quick, the ſportive droll, 

Or, grave, converſe with decent Hull, 

With ſtore of worth and knowledge in his ſcull; 
Till WII p, decorous, quits the page 
To prompt due ſilence off the ſtage. 
Then thro? ſtage doors to pop thy critic mien, 
Smit by the mighty pleaſure 70 be ſeen; 
Or, caught by modeſt ſoftneſs, fondly trace 


The various charms of RowsoN's beauteous face: 
Once 
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Once known, no more thoſe ſcenes thou could ſt 
enjoy, 
For then a thouſand dangers might annoy, 


Epwix, the wond'rous maſter of grimace, 
Reſentful of thy pleaſant jibe, 

That rank'd him with the 77ppling tribe, 
Might ſquirt the recent dram into thy face. 


Wes, like Bonpuca, with her pond'rous paw, 
Might ſhake thy frame and leave thee ſcarce a rag on; 
Or Bzcxy, ſpitting venom from her maw, 
Ruſh on thee like a fell and hungry dragon: 
The Jove theatric, too, might lightnings dart, 
And ſtun thy ſenſes with his thund'ring art. 


Lamp-lighters and ſcene-ſhifters might aſſiſt; 
Then would thy lyric life foon find its end— — 
Kick'd by each foot, and pummell'd by each fiſt, 


Or whul'd from heights whence canvaſs clouds de- 
ſcend. 


JohxsTroxE ſo ſprightly, Bax x TS TER fo ſtout, 
Might wiſh to ſave thee from the rabble rout; 
And BiLLinGTox, their fury to diſarm, 

Pour from her tuneful throat the melting charm; 
Vet all her heavenly accents flow in vain, 


As to the Thracian crew ſad ORPHEus' ſtrain. 


Some 
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Some witlings too againſt thee might ariſe— 
RxynoLDs, the maudlin Bzcxr's playful Pup, 
To pleaſe his miſtreſs ſwear to dramatize ; 
Or AxpREws, powder-monger, blow thee up. 


At Dzvxry's ſcenes, indeed, there's no ſuch fear, 
For there no ſtranger's footſtep dares preſume; | 


The very Actors ſcarcely venture near— 

. Nov / idle mirth diſturbs the cloiſter'd gloom: 

| | There cold formality holds ſolemn ſtate— 

[ Such is the ſovereign will of JohN THE GREAT, 

| . Yet there the noxious flatt'rer may appear, 

i Venting his baleful ſlime in KemLE's car; 

ik Such is the fate of real and mimic kings! 
110 Where pow'r prevails th' inſidious fav'rite clings— 
{i From the proud Premier to the pliant Prieſt, 
0 From Georce's wily Pirr to KEMBLE'S witleſs Es TE. 
i Then, Mar, purſue thy gay inſtructive taſk, 
fi And from the ſhade myſterious ſtill 


Pour forth thy genuine Heliconian rill, 


Nor, till thy work is finiſh'd, drop the maſk. 


i 
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MUSICAL AMATEURS. 


NUMBER I, 


O ux Theologues, moſt orthodox, opine, 

That dev'ls and ſinners, could they get to Heay'n, 
Would look as fooliſh as a herd of ſwine 

Into the State-rooms at St. James's driv'n, 
Poking and gogling all about to ſpy 
Something congenial to their carnal ſtye. 


This is with me © matter of breviary;” 
For ſurely Nature cannot inſtant vary 
By the mere priv'lege of a pretty place. 
Fancy and fire befitting muſt be brought 
Where Fire and Fancy wond'rous things have wrought, 
Elſe all appears grov'ling, abſurd, and baſe, 


To 
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To the ſublime PANTHEON, and that HALL 
In Square of Hanover for muſic fam'd, 
What crouds repair of vulgar, great, and ſmall, 
Eager as Dillettanti to be nam'd, 
Who might as well at Sir Joz Mawzkv's gather, 
To hear hogs' choruſſes | in windy weather! 


I blame not thoſe (indeed I rather love them) 


Who meekly on the benches fit them down, 
Detying diſcords unprepar d to move them, 

Or harſh ſſpenſions to extort a frown, 
Pleas'd with the bow's fine ſtroke, or clink of hammer, 


From potent hands of AsRBRIDOE and of CRAMER. 


But who, with ſpleen unſtirr'd, can ſee a ſquad 


Of reſtleſs croakers, ſtrolling all about, 
And muttering Bad, Ma'am, execrably bad, 
Made by ſome blockhead, doubtleſs, without 
c doubt;” 


While well we know their ſkill no whit furpaſſes, 
In . thoſe gents melodious— ACK-ASSES. 


Callous' to magic Harmony” s delights 


I know ye are, great 'Squires and ſtarry Knights ; ; 

Lordings, Lords, Noble, ay, and Royal Graces; 
And, therefore, lo, I ſwear by bright AroLLo, 
Your follies and preſumption cloſe to follow, 

Till broad contempt ſhall grin in all your faces! 
Much were ye gall'd, I hear, by PETER PIN DAR, 
Who truly is a pretty ſharp noſe-grinder— 

| | Some 


3 
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Some of you wiſh'd him in a blanket toſt; 


What then, great worthies, will ye wiſh for me, 


Who mean to gall you ten times worſe than he, 
And nail your ears to Satire's whipping-polt ? 


I, like that royal royſter RznoBoam, 
May ſay, My couſin PIVDAR made you foam, 
« With a light ſwitch, that could not cut nor {kin ye; 


© But I your very marrow vow to fry, 


ce With ſcorpions fierce, collected to apply, 
« And keen to fix their teeth, tails, talons in ye.” 


NYMEER II, 


V. Lords ſo ſage, Save, VALLE TOR, Ree Epoz- 
CUMBE, 
Who ſometimes cloſe e 04 like a wedge come, 
To ſplit hard knots in muſical opinion, 


From which of all your brilliant parts, or knowledges, 


By Nature giv'n, or cramm'd in you at Colleges, 
In Taſte's domains dare ye uſurp dominion ? 


To join you, ASHBURNHAM may ſaunter round, 


Stretching his neck and noddle, like a hound: 


And gaping BRuDENELL, who appears to think 


Of ſwallowing harmony like meat and drink. 
e | Though 
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1 Though Sir Warrs Hon rox, upright as a ſpit, 

1 Club to your ſcanty ſtock his weight of wit; 

N 18 And in that contribution ſtrait be join d 

| [ N By brother SHapow, following cloſe behind: | 
18 Ev'n tho”, like Sancno, all with cuts o'erlaid, | 
if | WirLBRAHAM BooTLE waddle to your aid: | 
iſ | Yet, for th' opinions of your ſapient ring, 27 
. | I would not give a rotten fiddle ſtring ! 5 . 
1 You ſtare, and cry, with indignation burning, 

ji ce What of our talents knows this ſcalping ſcout, 

x To give us on the gridir'n ſuch a turning?“ — 

f | Soft, my ſweet Lords, twill all too ſoon come out. 
Wl Tis true, I have 5 hed your tuneful din, 
. Gracing on harpſichords fair Ladies' ſongs, 

| HFHarmonious as the poker and the tongs, 

þ f Or falt-box ſtruck with plefirum rolling- pin; 
11 The hautbois I ne'er heard you blow fo luſty, 
ip ! Soft as a Raven rheumatic and ruſty; 
10 | Nor have I ſeen you grinning over flute; 

ö Nor ſcrubbing baſſes, as ſhoe-blacks ſcrub boots: 


— — 
—— — 


Yet, in one night, I've ſeen enough to know, 
Tour ſkill in Song, my Lords, is very low. 
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I do remember well the fatal night, 
When that machine for Music, PAacchixROoT TI, 
(No dab in melodies cramp, croſs, and knotty, 

But in Cantabile an Angel quite, 

At the PAx TH EON open'd firſt his throat, 
All ran to catch the preternat'ral note. 


* — 
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How 
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How pleaſant * 'twas your fidgeting to ſpy, 
When in th' Orcheſtra he ſtood up fo high! 
He hemm'd: © Bravo!” He cutl'd his noſe and ſneez d: 
cc Braviſimo“ And then his noſe he blew; 
te Encore ''—He wriggled, whimper'd, whin'd, and 
. -  wheezd,' 
All which was rapt'rouſly bravo'd by you: 
And much I fear'd that ſome of you had fainted, 
When out he pluck'd his ſong with margin painted. 


He ſung.— And lo, at ev'ry thrilling ſquall, 
I thought ST. Vrrus' dance had ſeiz'd you all, 
Such odd contortions, ſuch uncouth grimaces, 
Diſtorted limbs, and trunks, and buſts, and faces ! 


The Song and Cadence to concluſion come, 
A burſt of thunder ſeem'd to ſhake the Dome; a 
Then off ye wheel'd, and walk'd contented home 
| Sadly the "TEM ſighing, threw his ſcore by, 
For ah, my Lords, this ſong he ſet no ſtore by ; 
*T was but a Medley, clouted, patch'd, and packt, 
To foil his Scena in the ſecond A&! I!! 


My Lords, were I to tutor a young Clown, 
To deal at Concerts praiſe and cenſure right, 
I'd bid him clap whene'er he ſees you frown, 
And when you &ravo—hiſs with all his might, 


V NUMBER 
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NUMBER III. 


V icr-Parnvents of WESTMINSTER's grand FRE, 
Your order in the Bills I much admire; 
Splendid at top appears the Duke of LExps, 
And downward, dwindling ſtill, the liſt proceeds, 
Till at the tail, ridic'lous to relate, 
We pop upon the name of Joan Bart! 


* 


11 This to my memory muſt ever bring 
15 The viſion of the Babyloniſb King; 
0 Who, by hot ſuppers eating, reſtleſs lay, 
1 And ſaw, as ſnorting on his couch he doz'd, 
11 An image het rogeneouſſy compos'd, 
| | With head of gold and feet of mirey clay. 
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Some are, MaLvoLio ſays, to greatneſs born ; 
Others atchieve it, riſing from the duſt 'Y 
And ſome, of fortune ſeemingly forlorn, 
| Have greatneſs ſuddenly upon them thruſt : 
By which of theſe ways, mighty Joan Bare, 
Could'ſt thou become a perſonage ſo great? 
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Not by the firſt.— There was a time, tis ſaid, 
When he each concert night was duly paid, 


For 
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For carefully tranſporting fiddle-caſes, 
Big violoncellos, and huge double baſes. 


Nor by the ſecond ; for no man can ſtate 

Th' atchievements great of this great Joan Barz; ; 
Except his ſticking to a certain Lord, 

Faſt as a barnacle ſticks to a board, 

And, like it, ſwelling by nutritious juice, 

From a poor periwinkle to a gooſe. 


But how? why? wherefore ? boots not to enquire— 

In Hall of TorT'NHaM STREET, this doughty ſquire 
Now bkspor reigns of fidlers, pipers, fingers. 

And ſoon at WESTMINSTER, o'er ſcores of Haxver, 

He means the organ-keys to dance and dandle, 
Proving his volubility of fingers. 


Tis well; at WzsTMINSTER or TorT'NHaM Count, 
Why bar the ſquire from making public ſport ? 

I wiſh, indeed, he gently would forbear 

His conſequential dictatorial air. 


I've ſeen the man, circled with ſaunt'ring Lords, 
Stalk where CERvETTo fat prepar'd to play, 

With flying fingers running o'er his chords, 

| In the capricio preluding way, 

And thus accoſt him in ſarcaſtic ſtyle 

« Signor, you are not out of tune a mile; 

te But by ſtrict computation, I ſuppoſe, 

2 Nou re out, at leaſt, a full length of your noſe {” 

ET. Hs 
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His baſs CERVETTO gave the cenſor rude, 
And bade him tune it better—if he cou d. 


At Hax DEL's obo? concertos grand, 
For perfect tune he makes a gallant ſtand, 
Battling, bull-dog-like, ParRIA and PaREE: 
« Without good cauſe,” ſays he, I never carp; 
But, Sirs, your pipes are half a note 100 ſharp— 
« Lengthen your reeds—attend to my remark!” 


The pipers grin, to hear the man ſo chat, 
Having, to gull him, tun'd à third too flat, 
Which, as he proudly marches off, they bring 
Inſtant in concord ſtrict with CRaM ER 8 ſtring, 


Th' abſurd preſumption of this Mr. Barz 


Hath griev'd me off, ſore pains and pange I I've eln 
for't, 


And panted ardently his pate to pelt for t; 
But Pnotsvs whiſper'd, © Mar, it is too late; 
The man is quite incurable.” —Quoth I, 
« Saving your Godſhip's pleafure—yet I'll try !” 
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NUMBER IV. 
Being an apologetic Ode to Joan Bartr, Eſq 


Gaar Sm, your gen'rous pardon I implore, 
For having ſaid you were a Mus1c-PoxTrs, 
A ib, which doubtleſs ſtirs your ſtomach ſore, 


And makes you wiſh me by the head made ſhorter, | 


Believe me, Sir, I feel moſt bitter qualms— 
For now II find you are a learned man; 
And that your Muſic-knowledge firſt began, 
By quav'ring, with your Sir, King David's Pſalms, 
Remov'd betimes to Academic halls, 

You labour d for your learning, noble toil ! 
Bruſhing ARacHvNe's works from off the walls; 
Or ſhining, amid ſhoes, and ſoot, and oil. 

O happy days, of liſtleſs languor void, 
When ev'ry talent fly Was af 


»Twas in thoſe happy days, in woodlands green, 
Meads all obſcure, and hamlets little known, 

Two SyRENs, Nature s children, grew unſeen, 
Whom PRokBVs afterwards was forc'd to own ; 


HaRRO and Harwoo, pride of wakes and fairs, 


And Queens, on Sundays, of celeſtial Airs, 


E 3 Both 


i. 
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Both born at hay and harveſt-work to ſwink, 

| Yet with angelic voices both endu'd; 

All day the burning Sun they brav'd for chink, 
And when cool ev'ning came their ſongs renew'd, 


| Methinks I ſee them at the cloſe of day, 
While twilight lowly ſtole from dim to dark, 
Practiſing earneſt on a cock of hay, 
$0] Veggi written by the pariſh- clerk! 


; But not of equal pow'rs and equal charms 
Will partial Fortune equally take care; 
Hax RO now reſts in Joan BATE's fond arms, 
While Harwoop rots forgotten, Heay' n knows 
where : 
And thereby hangs a tale, of treach'ry deep, 
Which, till fit time, in petto * I'll keep. 


Mean time my Muſe to Joan Barr returns, 
To proffer good advice—but that he ſpurns ; 
Wherefore, to rid myſelf of uſeleſs ſtrife, 

I turn him over to his fender wife, 

Who, for advice, if rightly I conjecture, 

Will read him ſomething like this learned lecture. 


Of Weſtminſter, my dear, this roaring ſcramble, 
9 I diſapprove the whole—the tout enſemble; 
e And think you let yourſelf extremely down, 
* To mix with every piping, fidling clown. 

| | «But 
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ce But ſince you are reſolv'd to grace the fools, 
« Heedful attend my monitory rules: 

« So ſhall you yet, perhaps, exalt your name, 
e And yet extend your wide-extended fame. 


« To mark the time, your noddle backward kick up, 
« As if you had a ſtrong ſpaſmodic hickup: 
« ARNOLD and others forward gently nod, 
But this way's better Why? becauſe more odd. 


© Another method yet I ſhall diſcloſe— 

ce Your finger ſmartly clap upon your noſe ; 

ce That motion droll will nicely mark each bar, 
te And may be ſeen diſtinctly from afar. 


cc Abuſe the big Prortssors to a man, 

« And put them out, if poſſibly you can. 

„Tell CRamex flatly he has loſt his tone; 

„Tell CRosDILL that his fingers ſtiff are grown; 

« And tell CERvETTo, with farcaſtic ſmile, 

« He nothing knows of Hanper's nervous ſtyle; 

e Tell Dance with harpſichords no more to meddle, 
* And bid him alſo throw aſide his fiddle; 

«© With SHIELD be very blunt and very brief, 

ce Tell him there's odds *twixt HANDEL and O' K EEE. 


« And when that woman comes my ſoul to harrow, 
ce That witch whoſe warbling makes me ſtale, that 
« MARA, 


E 4 « O then, 
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cc O then, my love, my dove, take ſpecial pains 
ce To ſuffocate her faſcinating ſtrains; 

ee Be ever in the brit, the forte way, 
te And Dove ſei like a minuet play; 
Her plaudits that rt.oft certainly will quell— 
« Do ſo, dear Joan, and you ſhall do well.” 


c * 
ee 


NUMBER v. 


M. Lokps, I vow, you are my debtors deep, 
Pour follies I fo fervently bewail; 
For ſome ] faſt, for others vigils keep, 

Yet all my pennance ſeems of no avail. 


Great, good, wiſe, witty men to be eſteem'd, 
\ Heav'n knows, I never fancied was your lot; 
Yet not impoſſible to me it ſeem'd, 

You thro' the world might take a peaceful trot, 
Among th' innumerable neut'ral ſwarm, 
Born to atchieve no good, and work no harm. 


But reſt ye will not, (folly much lamented,) 
With ſimple inſignificance contented: 
Hoy far and faſt ye in your chariots roll, 
To find a fiddler freſh arrived from France! 
Juſt as, its puny pleaſures to enhance, 

An infant ſcrambles after a new doll. 


Fiddlers 
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Fiddlers ſufficient have ye not to pleaſe ? 
Have ye not CRAMER, SALOMON, and Wz1caszr ? 3. 
To equal whom, half of the Refugees 
Would, witch-like, to the dey'l their forfeit necks 
— © 


Your lateſt fay'rite, Signor Jarnowick, 
Plays, all muſt own, a very clever ſtick; 

Yet from th' effect, if one may judge the cauſe, 
There dwells not much expreſſion in his paws; 
For I have ſeen a ſight, that made me weep, 
Your Great-ones at his beſt Concertos —ſleep! 
For one, his Highneſs ſage of CUMBERLAND, 
Soon as the craſh began, enraptured quite, 
Attempted to beat time with learned hand, 

Not greatly wrong, tho not entirely right: 
By which, with now and then a ſhrug and ſhake, 
He kept himſelf for forty 128 awake. 


Rapture quick ſpent ! No ſooner had ths Tutti. 
In matter prefatory done their duty, 

And principale, Signor IAR NOWIœE, 
Tickling began with many a nimble trick, 
Than, with delicious laſſitude oppreſs'd, 

The Royal Dukx reſign'd himſelf to reſt. 


Which when the mortified Muſician ſaw, 
Con ſtrepito he fiddled on mote fierce, 
Hoping his Royal patron's ear to draw— 
In vain—not ſhrilleft ſounds that ear could pierce, 


2 The 
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The patron, gently nodding, flumber'd on, 
Till ev'ry /i bar was paſt and gone. 


But when th' Orcheſtra full like thunder FROG, | 
Of life he gradually aſſum'd the look, 
And, chuckling like a cock prepar'd to crow, ü 
At the laſt craſh bawl'd © Bravo! Bravo! ho!“ 
This he repeated in the ſecond ſtrain, 
In the Adagio, in the Rondeau too: 

And when the SiovoR came to play again, 
The Duxz was ſtill prepar'd for ſlumbers new. 


Concluſion is of this eventful tale—— 

My NozLz Loxps, your wits may ſuffer queſtion, 
While ye affect diſguſt and indigeſtion 

At MinsTRELSY by you alone deem'd ſtale ; 

And while for novelties a coil ye keep, 


Which, when obtain'd, can only make you ſleep. 
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NEW PROBATIONARY ODE | 
roh THE OH 
LAUREATSHIP: 


BY VARIOUS WRITERS. 


On the death of the Rev. Thomas WaRrToNn the idea 
of writing PROBATIONaRy ODEs was reſumed, and 


MaTTHEW BRAMBLE, ith his uſual fertility, contri- 
buted as many of the following as are not marked by 
an aſteriſk, The others were thought not improper to 


be inſerted in this Work, as they were written at the 
fame period, and relate to well-known characters. 


® NUMBER I. 
By PETER PINDAR, Esd. 


Sick that old boney raſcal, DzaTH, 


Has ſtopp'd Tow WarToN's lyric breath, 


And vacant left his poſt, 
Oh! ſtately Peer of SaLrsBury, 


Aſſign the gold and ſack to me, 


If that thou rul'ſt the roaſt, 
Perhaps 
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Perhaps thou deem'ſt me too unfit 


To be enrollF'd a Palace Wit, 


Who could THE KING ſo hack; 
But faith reward me with the pelf, 
I'll be as courtly as thyſelf, 


And bend as low my back. 


Beſides, folks quite miſtake the thing, 

I never meant t abuſe the King: 
No, I'd a nabler aim; 

I but aſſum'd th' Hiſtorian's plan 


Took the beſt actions of the man, 


; And gave to Madam Faux. 


But ſhe, a pert and froward jilt, 

Made loyalty ſeem rebel guilt, 
With fubtle ſneer zronzc; 

I ſimply ſung of Gzoxce the Great, 


And of his lovely prudent Mate, 


With gravity Bubonic. 


Nay, ſo outrageous was my zeal, 
I could his lighteſt merits feel, 


And with due rev'rence hail; 


I follow'd him to WinpsoR's town, 


Glean'd his bon mots to ev'ry clown, 
In many a loyal tale, 


And 
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And when, in ſpite of vulgar Tport, 


He mov'd to WHITPREAD's with his Court, 


To learn the art to brew. 


When ENGLAND all to CHISWELL-STREET, 


Its curious Sovereign ruſh'd to meet, 
Lo! I was with him too. 


Did I not tell, what butts of beer 

The Brewer gave his King to cheer; 
And of his feaſt ſo fine? | 

Did I not tell how GROROE, ſo keen, 

Saw ev'ry thing that could be ſeen, 

And then fat down to dine? 


Did I not memorandum make, 
In laſting verſe, for Gzoror's ſake, 
Of all he wiſely ſaid, 
On malt and hops, and beer and ale, 
On tub and barrel, hoop and pail, 
And WIr REA D's glorious trade? 


Did I not paint, in puncheons ereepinꝑ, 
Thro' bung- holes loyal draymen peeping. 
To ſee their Monarch paſs? 
Where each in wond' ring ſilence ſtood, 
To know if KI xs were fleſp and 1 
Like every common as, 
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Did I not tell how GOR Ox fo gracious, 
For ſeeing WHiITBREAD's vats ſo ſpacious, 
Offer'd to Knight the Brew'r? _ 
While he, to dazzling honour dead, 
Declin'd the boon with lowly head, 

Content with rank obſcure. 


A thouſand royal deeds beſide, 


My Muſe has ſung with eager pride, 
That to remoteſt times 


Great GeoRGr's actions ſhould be ſhewn, 


And genuine character be known, 
In my impartial rhymes. 


Indeed, I never ſaid the Kine 
Took GErn1vs to his ſhelt'ring wing, 
| Becauſe I hate to flatter ; 
And though the thing no doubt is clear, 
It never was my fate to hear 
One word about the matter. 


Since thus my zeal, and Tou, no more 
Can chaunt of GBoRO in loſty lore, 
And thund' ring ſtrain ſo proud, 
The vacant poſt aſſign to PErEk, 
And he in ſtill ſublimer metre, 
Shall be as juſt and loud. 
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* NUMBER VII. 


By a MINSTREL of the DzLLA CrusCA Choir®, 


As, whence aroſe that thrilling ſound, 
That ſeem'd THe Musk herſelf to wound, 
That, gliding ſwiftly thro' the vale, 
Mingles its echoes with the gale; 

Then mounts along the ſteepy hill, 
Where ſlow deſcends the lucid rill, 

And, flutt'ring o'er its dizzy height, 
Arreſts THE EAGLE in her flight. 


Ah me, more diſmal is the note 

Than is THE Raven's croaking throat, 

That rudely rends the troubled air, 

And makes the plumy minſtrels ſtare; 
Or ſtop the voice, or flag the wing, : | 
While vivid ſmiles the purple ſpring. 
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I heard the ſound as near the ſtream 

I ſoftly ſtole in rapt'rous dream, ! 
And ponder'd on the woes that wait 
This fey'riſh, feeble, fainting ſtate. 


The candid reader will obſerve, that, according to the 
method adopted by this order of Poets, we have taken the liberty 
to print the paſſages of moſt peculiar beauty in a different type, 
that they may not be negligently overlooked. 


1 heard 
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I heard the ſound ere yet T Dawn 
Had glimmer'd o'er the dewy lawn, 
When day's yxouD RuLEx faintly ſpread, 
Near the high mountain's ſapphire head; 
And when he gain'd Noox's fervid height, 


And pour'd upon the aching fight, 
In one broad wide effulgent ſtream, 
While thirfy NaTvure ſhun'd his beam, 


And when he ſought the billowy deep, 
Leaving the Eveninc world to ſleep, 
The fatal ſound would ſtill be near, 
To jar upon my tender ear. 

I heard the ſound at Mipn1cnrT hour, 
While all around the fily'ry. ſhow'r, 


Fell from the wand'ring orb of Night, 


And touch'd my breaſt with sap ptLicar ; 'E 
1 heard the ſound when Lavza's eyes 
Had whelm'd my foul in fond ſurprize, 
When to my view thoſe mounts of ſnow, 
That in her od'rous boſom glow, 

Her melting hand, her pretty feet, 

Her lips, where rival rubies meet, 

Her teeth, that bid the 1v' ſigh, 

And envious mourn its SAFFRON DIE, 


When all her beauty's glorious blaze 


Wrapt my wild ſenſes in amaze. 


Ah me, the ſound, 1 know it well, 


It fadly tolls a PozT's knell; 
It ſpeaks a Baxp's extinguiſh'd flame, 
And is the /igh of ſorrowing Faux. 
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And muſt a PoeT's tuneful breath 
Fleet with the vulgar heaps of death; 
And does not NATURE too expire, 
When Time has quench'd THE Muse's fire? 
Ah, no, in earlier days the bard 
Has fallen beneath the ſad award, 
And Narunkk, dead to gen'rous ſhame, 
Has ſtill remain'd the very SAME. 


What can eſcape thy rage, on TIME? 
TER Ros, the garden's princely prime, 
That round its ſweets ſo freely throws, 
And gives ſuch tranſports to THE xNOSE, 
That too muſt yield its fragrant ſoul, 
And haſten to the awful goal; 

THe CAT TERPILLAR, monſter fell, 
Steals ſlily to its bloſſom'd cell, 

And there invades the balmy gem, 

Or ſometimes preys upon a ſtem, 

And, fearleſs of THe Musz's ſuub, 
Remorſeleſs triumphs o'er the martyr'd ſhrub, 
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But oh what loſty bard ſhall dare 

Aſſume THE LAuREAT's radiant chair; 

Hah—who can boaſt the burning quill, 

To fix the ſoul of RapTure ſtill, 

Pluck'd, in th' æthereal tracks above, 
From the dread ſoaring bird of Jovx, 

Slit by old Vulcan's temper'd blade, 
By Sov'reign Jove's own CUTLER made; 


— Dipp'd 
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Dipp'd i in the ink of vermeil die 

: Of Pnrozus, Laureat of the {ky: 

| | Hah—who among the lyric throng, 

1 But DzLLa CRuSCA, ſoul of ſong ; 

ll On him the verdant crown ſhould ſhine, 

4 And proudly round his tuneful temples twine ; 
Then would each conſcious leaf exulting glow— 


For 1s NOT DELLA Ckusea ProzBus' SELF 
BELOW ? 


— — — 


Zi . aan 


* NUMBER III. 


il By BROOK WATSON, Es. 
1 | 13 SALISBURY, with al reſpect, 1 beg, 
by As there's a vacant place, 
Forward to put my humble leg, 

And pray your Lordſhip's grace. 


(18 Perkins you think, as I've a poſt already, G 

1 0 That I've enough, my Lord, to make me ſteady; ; 
0 That that's enough to ſtop my note, 

And gain for Prr a conſtant vote. 


A little circumſtance then let me mention, 
To tell, although I dread it, 
Yet faith, upon my credit, 


I really 
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J really in the city 
Shall fall below all pity, 
Unleſs, and quickly too, I yield My PENSION, 


I own, in eloquence I'm no great hand, 

And that there are many better ſpeakers in the land; 

Indeed there are too many better within St. STEPHEN'S 
wall, 

But none that for a Miniſter can louder bavl. 


Beſide, did not I, leaving my family all frantic, 
Set ſail, upon the nation's cauſe, 

To reſtore great GzoRce's laws 

Once more among the rebels over che Atlantic. 


Abocher thing, too, permit me to remark, 
Am I not known to fame. 
Thy bruſh, oh! Corey, keeps alive my 
name, 
And ſhews me ſtruggling with a 1 
SHARK. | 


I know, my Lord, your party would not loſe 
5 me; DE 

For I've a reputation 

All over this great nation, 

Except indeed at college ;— 

(No, my unlearned pate 

Ne'er ſaw a college gate) 

For deep COMMERCIAL knowledge, 
It might not then be prudent to refuſe me. 

F 2 My 
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My dealings with many a FOREIGN HOUSE 
May prove a lucky hit 
To our good Miniſter P1TT; 
For I can hear how matters go 
Abroad, with ev'ry friend and foe, 
And out of news my correſpondents chouſe, 
'Tis true I've never employ'd my time 
In learning how to rhyme, 
So perhaps with Poets you'll quarrel, 
If on me you beſtow THE LAuREI: 


| Yet for a crown, or at moſt a guinea, 
I can get ſome tuneful Ninny, 
Who has ſlighted great PLuTus's bags, 
To follow THE Muss in rags, 
To write me an Ode I dare ſay, 
That will do juſt as well, 
And equally ll 


To hail the pawning Year, or Georcr's bright 


BIRTH- Dax. 


NUMBER 
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* NUMBER v. 
By FOHN WILKES, Esq. 


O. gracious Liege, at whom, with rebel rage, 
In heedleſs youth I aim'd the daring page; 
Lo! a repenting Patriot humbly bows, 
His paſt miſdeeds with forrow views, 
To thee he now prefers his loyal vows, 
To thee he dedicates his wiſer muſe; 
Incline then to his pray'r a willing ear, 
And none PREROGATIVE ſhall more revere. 


The ſtrong reſiſtleſs hand of Death, 
Which Poets, Princes, Patriots muſt obey, | 
At length has ſtopp'd poor Wakrox's tuncful 
'..” breath ; © 
His ſcul is now expell'd its houſe of clay. 
Wak ro is gone, dread Sire! but where 
His /pirit is a candidate for Place, 
What ſage divine can tell 
Whether he owns a King in Hell, 
Or joins the common-wealth of air, 
Whoſe free-born elements diſdain contr oul, 
Triumphant ruſh from pole to pole, 
And ſweep the boundleſs tracks of ſpace. 


F 3 Whether 
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Whether he's ſeated as a Peer above, 
And puts on robes of myſtic light, 
To figure in a real Houſe of Lords, 
Or in decent clouds bedight, 


Attunes to higher pow'rs the trembling chords, 


And ſings in rapt'rous ſtrains of heav'nly love, 


With the ſame harp which David old, 


So Scripture ſays, did ſacred things unfold; 
Tis not for me to ſay, oh! mighty Sire, 
And vain, perhaps, of BIshors to enquire. 


The aweful day of Midſummer draws near, 
The day that fills my boding ſoul with fright; 
That awſul day, when I have cauſe to fear 
Loſs of that place, the CHAMBERLAINSHIP hight. 


For WATKIN, Knight of pond'rous head, 


On fam'd PLinLiumon's mountain bred, 
| Now loaths his native cheeſe and leek, 


And every plain domeſtic haſh, 
Anxious to {well with richer food his cheek, 
He, tamp'ring with the Liv'ry croud, 

As vain, as ſenſeleſs, and as loud, 

Would ynger, ſtead of me, the City caſh. 


And curſed ſcrutineers my peace affail— 
View my accounts with keen ſuſpicious eyes; 
Truth will, in ſpite of all my {kill, prevail, 

And dart her rays thro' ev'ry fly diſguiſe. 
E'en Gos and Macos ſeem to threat my fall, 
Ana grin tremendous exile from GUILDHALL. 
Pity 
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Pity my fate, 
Then George ſo great, 
I0o me the wreath aſſign; 
When once thy Bard, 
I'll labour hard 
To make thy virtues ſhine. 


Diſtruſt not, Sire, my {kill in rhyme, 
For, fir'd by Youth's incautious prime, 
I once on Woman pour'd the glowing lay— 
That Muſe ſhall celebrate thy natal day! 
And as I know thy faintly foul 

| Revolts at aught that may REeLicron mock, 
Howe'er I check my darling vein, 
That loaths decorum's vulgar chain, 

Ne'er ſhall my ſtrains thy feelings ſhock, 

But, free from blaſphemy, the loyal verſe ſhall roll, 


I'll paint the bleſſings of thy glorious reign, 

The blooming hopes of all the royal hive; 

And now, in turn, ſhall FacTion's giddy train 
Feel the keen ſpirit of my roxry Five. 
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Still more, thy gracious will to ſuit, 
I'll court alliance with THE LAIRD of BuTz— 
As CHaTHam, lofty Earl, did not diſdain 
To hold a ſecret treaty with the Thane, 
When ſunk in OpyosiTION's hopeleſs lot; 
I too will meekly court thy fav'rite Scot; 
And, to efface all thought of former days, 
Now ſing his 6L0R10US PEACE in my repentant lays. 
F. 4 M'PRHERSON 
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M<PHrtxxrson and THE Hows, I fear, 
Will ſtrive to captivate thy 7uneful ear, 
And FLAr'Rv's dulcet bagpipe fondly try; 

The firſt with loſty epic roar, 

Barren and rough as his own native ſhore, 
Will raiſe thy name like fabled Fixcar's high; 
The other all his ſounding ſilence * bring, 

With Fancy's hiJles deck the verſe, 

Deſign'd his Sov'reign's merits to rehearſe, 


And to a ſimple Sawney change a King. 


Let me then, mighty Monarch, be thy Bard, 

My pliant pen thy RIH DIVINE ſhall guard; 

I'll write Nox TH BRTTORNs, to DEFEND thy Crown, 

The ConsTITuTION's bulwark trample down; 
Nor would I &er diſpute thy dread command, 


Were it to leave poor REASON in the lurch, 


And go, Oh! pious Prince, with thee 20 church; 
Swear PI1TT's the friend of FREEDOMu's ſacred laws, 
That GEN'RAL WARRANTS ſerve the public cauſe; 


To vote my bencſactors to the ſtocks, 


And ſay that BRITAIx's direſt foe is Fox; 
Nay een to viſit CaLEpoxN1a's land. 


* « The river, ruſhing o'er its pebbly bed, 


« Impoles //ence with a ftilly ſound,” 


Homp's DoucL as. 


NUMBER 
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4 


NUMBER VI. 
By WILLIAM MASON, M. A. 


F ok tuneful Thomas WarToN gone, 
The turtle tells her plaintive moan ; 

The lark in radiant æther floats, 

And ſwells his wild extatic notes: 

Meanwhile, on yonder hawthorn ſpray, 
The linnet wakes her temp'rate lay. 


Luxuriant Fancy, pauſe; an hour fo drear 


Demands a ſerious ſong—if not a tear. 


The bell of Death beats ſlow, and all around 


Flings to the hollow gale its ſullen ſound. 


Heard ye the notes from out the antique ſpire? 


If not, O liſten, and—ye muſt admire ! 


Thrice they pauſe, and thrice they ſound 
The central bell, and now they ring 
(By meaſur'd lore profound) 
A ſevenfold chime, and ſweep, and firing 
Above, below, around ; 
To mix their muſic with the 3 
That warble to immortal cars. 5 


While o'er my head this laurel-woven bower 
Its arch of glitt'ring verdure wildly flings, 
To Laurels and the LAUREAT's final hour, 
I fain would tune my harp” s meludious ſtrings ; 


While 
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While quench'd in crimſon curtains ſinks the day, 


And twilight ſlowly fails and waves her banners grey. 


But ah! what holy harpings could relate 


The Laureat's triumph over Death and F ate? ? 


His exit coſt him not one ſingle ſigh ; 
Prepar'd alike, as ſeem'd, to ſleep or die. 


J long, ye pow'rs, with ſtep profound, 
To dive into the cavern deep, 

Twice twelve fathom under ground, 
Where the Burr or Sack doth ſleep, 
Whence ſhould luſtily be borne 

Many a flaſk and flowing horn. 


I know my duty, if the wREATH be mine; 
But to ſome novice it may cauſe alarm ; 


Speak, lifeleſs WAR rox, breathe a ftrain divine: 


Ev'n from the grave thou ſhalt have pow'r to 
charm | 


Bid him be tame, be innocent like thee; 


Bid him jog on a ſober loyal hack; 


And if ſo bright, from Vanity as free; 


As firm in flatt'ry, and as fond of Sack. 


Tell him, tho' tis an awekal thing to lie, 

Twas ev'n to thee ; yet the dread path once trod, 
From P—tt—n and P—tt, examples high, 

He'll learn the buſineſs is not quite ſo odd! 


By 
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NUMBER VII. 
By the Right Hon. HEN Rv Dunpas. 


TE pawky loon Tam WARTOx's gane, 
And on his wymb they've laid a ſtane ; 
Ance mair my Bagpipes up I'll cleek, 

The drones ſhall bum, the chanter ſqueak; 
SAL'SBURY the Laurel ſhall beſtow, 

Or, by my faul, I'll fplit his pow. 


The way to mak gude Odes right weel I ken, 
At Court and Counſel I've been but and ben, 
Tho' faſh'd I might be whilk at firſt to fing, 
The Wealth or Wiſdom of our ſtalwart King; 
How bauld he looks, how cantily he chuckles, 
Thinking to rap the Spaniards owr the knuckles; - | 
Or, doiter'd, in the dumps, alane, 
Muſing on matters paſt and gane, 
How oft he thinks, but why can never learn; 
Alake, nae mair he gets the Queen w1 bairn. 
Had awa, had away 
Had awa frae me, PETER 
Think ye I'm a hoody-craw, 
Happing round like thee, PETER, 
Dabbing with thy neb ſae thick, 
Brunswick's royal banes to pick? 


Whatever 
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Whatever ſang I ſing, or tale relate, 
It ſhall be milder than May-morn's dew-draps, 
Safter and ſweeter far than ſugar'd ſaps; 


Fair words to fules is aye the ſafeſt gate. 


To WuLLy Prrr, my wily crony, 

At bytimes too I'll rhyme foo bonny, 

To ſome ſaft Caledonian tune, 

Which laſſes chant, and auld wives crune. 


Will ye go to the ſnuff-ſhop, WuLLy ? 
And ſmell at the ſmart rappee ? 
The Glackguord is ſharp, my WuLLy ; 
But nae haf ſae ſharp as thee. 
There's gowd 1 the /i/hing, WuLLY, 
And filler the /a;fhing-mll; 
Exciſe them, my winſome W uLLY, 
The Treaſury kiſt to fill. 
In June or January, ſhould matter lack, 
That famine never would my head-piece crack ; 
From Hucn BLaiRr's ſermons I would tear a leaf, 
And turn it into rhymes, ſome lang, ſome brief, 
Then get a laſs, of ſpunk and ſpirit gay, 
And by her gaunts or grins the verſes cobble— 
The bonny Ducheſs on the banks of Sexy, 
For Auld lang ſyne, would help me in a hobble. 


Law SAL'SBURY, my Lyric gaberlunzie, 


Weel pack'd with wares, contains baith cauk and 
keel; 


a ny 8 So 
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So er me quietly the ſack and cunzie, 
Or faith I'll gar ye dance a Highland reel. 


N. B. Many paſſages of the above Ode muſt be unintelligible to 
| our pure Engliſh Readers, as in fact they are to ourſelves. We 
have therefore entreated a Gentleman high in Antiquarian fame 
(Mr. PINK ER TOR) to favour us with an Engliſh poetical tran- 
flation of the performance. Though himſelf a Candidate for the 
Laurel, with that urbanity which marks his character, he granted 
our requeſt; and to-morrow, if poſſible, his verſion ſhall appear, 
accompanied with Notes of elucidation on the Original. 
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NUMBER VII, | 
TRANSLATION 
07 the Right Hon. Mr. HENRY DuNnpas's 
| ODE FOR THE LAUREATSHIP. 
By JOHN PINKERTON, Esa. 


inven, ſuperior Bard, 1s gone, 
And ſleeps beneath a Parian ſtone; 

Again the living Lyre I take, 

And all its ſlumb'ring chords awake; 

SAL'SBURY, propitious, ſhall attend, 


Or diſcords dread his ſcull ſhall rend. 


I know, inur'd to bear a Stateſman's load, 
What topics beſt befit a Laureat's Ode. 
Tho' hard the choice is, which at firſt to ſing, 
The wealth, or wiſdom, of our glorious KINO; 


How 


— — 


——— — 


e | 
—— — — 


— 
— 


— 
— 


. 
— . 
— 


3 ˙ — AS — __ 
"4 — ——— IEC 


Yd — 3. 
” ID > >; 
— — — —— — — — 14 
= GT — — 
\ 
l 
'T 
: 
/ 
11 
| 
- 
: 


94 NEW PROBATIONARY ODES 


How pleas'd he looks, and talks in tones ſo grave, 
Of Spain's Armada ſunk beneath the wave 
Or ſaunt'ring ſolitary flow, 
He ſighs, but ſighs in vain to know, 
Why now he finds his beauteous QukEN no more, 
With ſome ſweet babe about her, as of yore. 


Get along, thou traitor odd, 
Wicked man of rhyme, PETER! 
Think'ſt thou I'm a hodmandod, 
Carrying loads of ſlime, PETER, 
With a ſquirt and boghouſe water, 
Sacred Brunswick to beſpatter? 
May ſtrings no dew-drops on her trembling trees, 
Softer than words I ſhall together ſtring; 
Nor can the juice of HyBLa's boaſted bees, 
In ſweetneſs match the ſongs I mean to ſing. 


TRANSLATOR'S NOTE. 
With pleaſure, but not without conſiderable difficulty, I have 


rendered into the vulgar tongue thoſe elegant, ſublime, and, con- 


ſequently, ſomewhat obſcure Strophes. Of the fidelity of the . 
tranſlation alone I boaſt; all other praiſe belongs to Mr. Dunpas. 
I have been too much converſant in reſearches of this kind, to miſ- 
take the meaning of a word or phraſe ; and I owe too much to my 


eſtabliſhed reputation, to hazard, by - omiſſion or curtailment, the 


accuſation of /terary fraud, in which I might be fo readily detected 
by any Gentleman, if any ſuch there be, equally ſkilled with * 
ſelf in the dialects of the North. 

My own Ode for this important conteſt is prepared, and 
but I will not ſpeak of it, for vanity 1s a vile thing. 


NUMBER 
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"NUMBER i. 
By JAMES BEATTIE, 11. 5 


Prife er of Moral Philo ofophy, in the Mariſchal College, 
2 


1 » Who erewhile in clam'rous fight o 'erthrew 
| David “, of infidelity the Dagon, 
Pommell'd his ſceptic carcaſe black and blue, 
And trampled him as ST. GzoRGce did the dragon; 
Now, when the Laureat's mouth has got Death's 
gag on, 
Awake my gothic harp s harmonious frame, 
Ditties of duteous loyalty to fag on, 
And in the Laureat's liſt enrol my name; 
This, with the ſack and gold, is all I dare to claim. 


Already, true it is, I have a penſion, 
Although no reaſon I can render why ; 
My Sov'REIOx's bounty gratefully I mention, 
And burn to blazon his perfections high. 
Among the reeds, where wild brooks gurgle by, 
My paſtral pipe I lay for aye to ſleep; 

Far other ſtrains, far other melody, 


* Hume, 


Beſit 
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| Befit the courtly meaſures I muſt keep, 
4 | Elfe on mine Odes I ween no Royal eye will peep. 


ö 5 
. ö No more I'll hn of meads with May-flow'rs gay, 
f Nor banks of purple heath or yellow broom; 
Panſies, and pinks, and poppies, red or grey, 
| No more I'll warp in my poetic loom : | 
W | On praiſe from me, I charge you, neer preſume ; 
Bright ſunſhine and mild moonlight, hence begone ! 
$i | Ye fummer mornings mourn your hapleſs doom ; 
[1 From you I fly to ſing the radiant throne, 
; Where morn and day are made by GEORGE s ſmile 
ol 5 Alone. 
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_ Greateſt of Monarchs, muſt I ſacrifice, 
In proffering ſo to quit the rural ſhade ; 
For know, (the which to tell I'm rather nice, ) 
In minſtrel EpWIN I myſelf pourtray'd ; 
Wt | Like him I loiter in the graſſy glade, 
611 J pierce pine-woods, I dive in dells profound, 
5 1 And hear enraptur'd diſtant muſic made 
4 By ſheep and bullocks, huntſman, horn, and hound, 
MAW Or rattling car that rings the rocky ſteep around. 
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| : 
| 1 But who, like me, thy matchleſs deeds can tell, 
| 0 For who with Truth ſo intimate as I ? 
iy i Come, Goddeſs, from thine adamantine cell, 
| 1 | And help me, Bxunswick's praiſe to magnify ! 
i At Court thou art in eſtimation high, 
. | „ Immutability 
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Immutability is there in vogue, 
There none invents, there none retails a lie, 


But all converſe like ſwains in an eclogue ; 
TxuTH, what I fay is truth, or elſe I am a rogue. 


Thy couſin, Common: ſenſe, is alſo there; 

And Piety, protected by the Kins ; 

To whom my harp, on each occaſion fair, 

With movements ſanctified, ſhall ſolemn ring, 
While ſeraphs hover round each trembling ſtring ; 
Such will his ſacred Favours gently calm: 
Therefore, whatever ſubje& I may ſing, 

Olf drear defeat, or victory's proud palm, 

The pious Ode ſhall end devoutly in a pſalm. 


By WILLIAM HAYLEY, Es. 


1 Maids, your airy zones unbind, 

And ſigh reſponſive to the ſobbing wind, 
WaRToON's great head, whence iſſu'd many an Ode, 
Stript of its laurel, lies a lifeleſs clod. 


Barb'rous is the bitter blaſt, 
Which the mountain oak o'erthrows, 
Shivers ev'ry ſea-boat's maſt, 
And to none propitious blows, 
G6 THOMAS 
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THoMas, on a ſudden call, 

Died at ſupper in the Hall, 

Which, to him, though rather croſs, 
Is to me no mighty loſs; 

For, ambitious yet of fame, 

Hence the vacant wreath I claim. 


What though hooted from the age 

By a ruthleſs Party's rage; 

By Old Maids, a curſt cabal, 

Who came like cats to ſpit and ſquawl : 

What though ſweet MarceLL a, lain, 

Sleeps no more to wake again ; 

And the Heir of Sic'Ly's throne. ; 

Is to Limbo patrim gone; 

While till in my exhauſtleſs brain 

Embrios of thouſand Odes remain, 

Which heedfully I feed and foſter, 
Like maggots in a Cheſhire old, or Glo ſter 


Garland long, kar little worn, 
Come, and HayLey's brows adorn | 
Lo, thy fragrant frame, I ſwear, 
| Ev'ry lawful day to wear! 
f Unlike my predeceſſors” faint, 
i | With lazy twice a-year content; 
| Without my laurel on my brow, 
I will not buy a ſheep or ſow; 
j And if a bargain good be made, 
. An Ode ſhall celebrate the thriving trade. 
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But oft, inflam'd with furor high, 
Swift to WIxpsOR walks I'll fly; 
There ſing each bank and balmy bow'r, 
E' ry tree, and ev'ry tow'r ; 
Gales which, at the dawn of day, 
Sweep the hovering miſts away, 
Dews which, at the cloſe of night, 
Gently on the lilies light ; 
 Ev'ry happy vi'let's head, 
Honour'd by a Royal tread ; 
Ev'ry ſwine and ſuckling cow, 
With merry ſqueak and ſolemn low; 
_ Goddeſſes that haunt the glades, 
Guardians of the Royal ſhades; 
To each my lyre fo loyal ſhall be ſtrung, 
Nor CLoacinz herſelf remain unſung. 


| God of the ſilver bow, to thee I bend! 


Bid thy Lieutenant, $aL'sBuryY, ſtand my friend; 
Bid him to me the glorious wreath aſſign, 
And, Oh !—the ſal'ry think of, and the wine! 

A Hecatomb ſhall on thine altar blaze, 

A Hecatomb of my unſullied lays; 

Thou know'ſt I am no weary worn-out worm, 
Much though I promiſe, more I'll yet perform 


= as MISCEL- 
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| 


THE VALUE OF THE DISCOVERY OF TRUTH, 


bycribed to that great - heolo Tea Cir cUMNav gator, 


DR. JOSEPH PRIESTLEY. 


Is KENT there nd liv'd a wealthy yeoman, 
Who had to wife a very worthy woman, 
 Sweet-breath'd, pure-blooded, , melting, mild, and 

tender, 
But, to th' am'rous eye, a Vſitch of Endor. 

Her hair, that net made to entrap deſire, 

Was not unlike a bundle of braſs wire: | 
Long as Lord Hoop's, hung out her jolly noſe, 
And in each cheek full bloom'd the yellow roſe : 

Her chin was rugged as PaRNnassus' rocks, 

Bifork'd, and fiſſur d by the curſt ſmall-pox, _ 
Which not with all that digging half contented, 

Her breaſts with hieroglyphics had indented ; 

Her arms, well form'd in folds of Love to buckle, 
Had each a fiſt big as an ox's knuckle— 
Ws | Why 


— 
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Why ſhould I lower go ?—The buxom laſs, 


In form was quite a female Hupipras. 


This buxom laſs the yeoman doated on, 
More than the lark doats on the riſing ſun; 
More than that vig'rous, ever-blooming daiſy, 
Dame MARY Duncan doats upon MaRCREST; 
More than Lord SaLiss'ry doats upon his right 
Of writing Playhouſe Orders ev'ry night; 
More than Lord UxBRiDGe doated, all in vain, 
On Royal CHaRLoOTTE's palfrey's ſilken rein ; 
More than Dunpas doats on a windfall place, 
To give ſome couſin of his potent race; 
More than bold Barrymore, on blows and blood; 
Or noble OsBokxE, on plain doing good. 


No STREPHoON in the vales of Arcadh, 
With Pr1LL1s, under horn-beam hedge or holly, 
Was e'er ſo bleſt as Joan, while on his knee 
He dandled his delicious dainty DoLLy : 
O'er all her charms his raptur'd hands would rove, 
Catching from each electric ſparks of love 
Reader, thou grin'ſt at this but, prithee, mind, 
Joan from his birth was as a millſtone blind. 


An optical knight-errant of renown, 
From London to Joh x's village wander'd down; 
And, in exceſs of philanthropic kindneſs, 
Offer'd to cure him gratis of his blindneſs. 
Quoth Johx, © Raſh things to do I am not wont; 
Doctor I'll take a night to think upon't.” 
G 3 That 
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That night, with uſual ignorance and folly, 
He ſpent in ſoft diſport with Mrs. DoLLy ; 
And next day in a tone reſembling ſlight, 
Enquir'd the value of that thing call'd light. 
« Sir,“ ſaid the Doctor, © *tis, I deem, 
bag ff offspring of Heav'n's eternal beam, 
ce Which, ſtriking on your viſual lenſes, 
« Will make you ſcorn all other ſenſes. 
e Then you ſhall ſee hops, and hop-poles, 
„ Bats, beetles, butterflies, and moles, 
« Weazels, and puppy-dogs, and cats, 
« Mice, too, and houſe and water-rats, 
'« Beſides, (you're clever I diſcern,) 
e You, in a year, or two, may learn 
e To read a treatiſe from my hand 
« On optic-nerves and pineal gland.” 
Jonx anſwer'd, ſaying, © Sir, upon my life, 
The firſt thing I ſhould view would be my wife, 
« Who charms me now ſo much; but who can tell 
ce If viſible her charms might pleaſe ſo well? 
Then ſhould I forfeit by one fatal view 
The only happineſs I ever knew; 
«© Therefore, dear Doctor, I've made up my mind, 
To reſt, as now, contented, bleſt, and blind!“ 


Now, PritsTLEY, man of God, declare in ſooth, 
Which think'ſt thou better; Hayeinzss? or TRUTRH? 
Can all the dread diſcov'ries thou haſt made, 
Of errors which the Chriſtian creed pervade, 
Compenſate for the wav'ring windy notions, 
That vex poor ſinners now in their devotions ; 


Who 
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Who, finding their old pray'rs no longer do, 

Are ſadly puzzled for a ſet of new! 

Better the ſimpletons had never known 

Their Saviour held no ſeat on Heav'n's high throne, 
And jogg'd, undazzled by illumination, 

Along the old blind road unto falvation. 


HEROIC EPISTLE 
TO PETER PINDAR, ESQ. 


On the Report that. he had purchaſed for Fifty Guineas 


Sir Jo$HUA REYNOLD's SLEEPING NYMPH. 


O PETER, PETER, PETER, PETER, PETER, 
Where doſt thou ſell, who buys thy matchleſs meter? 
What, fifty guineas all at once to handle, 
Excluſively of coals, cow-heel, and candle, 

Beer and a bunter—lucky, lucky, Pix DAR, 

All bards who were, or are, to thee but wind are! 


Perhaps the money came, as a douceur, 

From Covxr, thy future friendſhip to ſecure, 

In likeneſs of a fee retaining, giv'n 

For Odes from thee when WARTON went to Heav'n. 


Or did good-natur'd Bozzy this way try 

From thine Epiſtle to expunge the lie, 

About the kicking bus'neſs and debate, 

Between him and MacpoxalD, Lord of Slate ! 

G 4 Perhaps 
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Perhaps it came with a big butt of ale, 
As tribute from the quondam ſpouſe of THRALE. 


Or a nice Rouleau, with a card of thanks, 

From SOLOMON the Second, Sir Jok Banks, 
Who knows all herbs and plants, from cedars tall, 
To water-dock and hyſop of the wall. 


Perhaps, (but ſuch a thing would move my ſorrow,) 
Thou, ſpendthrift like, didſt all theſe guineas borrow ; 
From A. B. or X. Y. the money-lenders, 
Who in the papers make ſuch civil tenders ; 
And yet I ſcarce believe they'd be fo raſh, 
As on thy morigag d Odes to riſk their caſh, 


I'm told thou think'ſt it neither ſin nor ſhame, 
With borrow'd ſparks to brighten up thy flame, 
Which might have led thine honeſt ſoul aſtray 
To ſome ſuch dabbling in the money way. 


Then all this precious gold to give to ReyNnoLDs, 
Of whoſe high varniſh'd tints not one 1n ten holds, 
For the dead likeneſs of a lovely laſs, 
Extended ſleeping among flow'rs and graſs ! 

I'd rather giv'n it, tho' not fond of raking, 

All for a lovely laſs alive and Waking. 


But, PETER, didſt thou this rare picture buy, 
Merely to gorge and glut thy goatiſh eye ? 

_ To gormandize with never-ending fury, 

As on the kiſs eternal of an Hovut ? 


Or 
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Or didſt thou purchaſe, in more prudent vein, 
Intending ſpeedily to ſell again? 


Think not theſe queries idle, Sir, nor funny; 
Like thee, I fain would ſave a little money, 
Either by ſatirizing, ſonnetteering, 

Penning of Odes, or picture- auctioneering; 
And, in ſimplicity of heart, I pray, 

Of thee, a dab, to know the readieſt way. 


MATTHEW BRAMBLE. 


ADDRESS TO NIGHT, 


Accounoparie Goddefi, hail! all hail! = 
Thou ſuit'ſt all taſtes that may at all be ſuited; 
To ſome thou art a hag, with pace of ſnail ; 
To others, a young gipſey, feather-footed : 
To me, thou art whate' er I wiſh to make thee; 
So, for my theme of deathleſs verſe, I take thee. 


Awful, ſad, ſombre, dreary, melancholy, 
Grand Poets, though in my opinion ſmall, 
Appoint to meet thee 1n receſſes holy, 
The cloiſter ruin'd, or deſerted hall; 
Where ſcarce is heard the utter of a bat, 
Or the ſoft cooing of an am'rous cat, 


For 
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For me, I like thee in thy moon-light gown, 

| Spangled with ſtars, and wand'ring planets pale; 
Then ſwift I climb the hill that ſkirts the down, 

Or ſkim, with frolic nymphs, the flow'ry vale ; 
Or ſaunter through the copſes all fo huſh, 
Where happy lovers ſport beneath each buſh. 


| More frolic flill—ſometimes I mount my ſteed, 
A truſty tit of PzGaszan breed, 
And, high in air, above the city prance, 
Seeming, to ſmall proſaic folks below, 
A filver cloud on Night's cool breezy brow, 
Againſt the wind working its way aſkance. 


There what delightful ſcenes of ſport I ſpy ! 

Scenes open only to the Muſe's eye 

Laſt night I hover'd o'er the crouded Sr RA Nd, 
Drawn by the clamour rude, and yelping din, 
Of hungry hounds, whom John, the Whipper-in, 

Was coupling in a leaſh with careful hand: 


Half-ſtarv'd they ſeem'd, meagre, and gaunt, and 
grim— 
For throttling ſheep in admirable trim : 
But higher is the game belov'd by JohN; 
He runs his curs at Chriſtian folks alone, 
And hunteth them, juſt as—in times of yore— 
Men us'd to hunt the libbard and the boar ! 


Proudly 
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Proudly encircled with his pack he ſtood, = 
Bluff as old ADpAM BELL or HarDpikwnuTE; 
While wiſtful in his face each famiſh'd brute «+ 

Look'd up, and ſeem'd to beg a little food. 


But, lo! ten STAaR-Boys came from Temple-bar, 
Winding their horns—The pack ſet up a roar— 
Of hounds and horns ſo hideous was the war, 
I jogg'd my palfrey on, and ſaw no more. 


A CONGRATULATORY, MONITORY, AND AMATORY 
EPISTLE TO MRS. WELLS, ON HER ADMISSION 


INTO THE HAYMAREET COMPANY. 


O LApv, highly favour'd, Lady civil, 

Tis ſaid, thou mad'ſt a compact with the Devir, 
Thy priſtine poſt in Hay-market to gain, 
For which THE WORLD three ſummers rav'd in vain ! 


Abſurd ſurmiſe ! TH Wor | is thine ally, 

With all its gaudy pomp and vanity ; 

And while thy cheeks yet boaſt the youthful glow, 
Ev'n in the ſinful FLESH thou find'it no foe. 
Theſe two may ſure protect thee, Mrs. WELLs, 
Without the aid of wircbery or ſpells, 
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Abandon thy grimaces on the ſtag 
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Boots not what brought thee thither—there thou art, 
Topping ſo dext'rouſly each diff*rent part, 

That divers critics (ſtrange to tell) agree, 

Thou for the parts waſt made, and they for thee. 

So, firſt of all the Bards, my votive line, 

Fair patroneſs of Genius, greets thy ſhrine, 

And brings along, as is my wont, a ſpice 


„ ſomething leaſt expected good advice. 


Truſt not, ſweet nymph, entirely to thy looks; 
Thou haft a potent rival Mrs. Brooks. 


Indeed, ſome ſay, the harmleſs Brooks excels, 


In vacancy's dead ſtare, the dowdy WELLS. 


On neither {ide I vote; happier, I ween, 

To creep and ſhelter ſnugly both between. 

On no account with Epwin riſk a quarrel; 

He is a very green-room powder-barrel ; 

Vowing no more to play the careleſs lubbard, 
But chaſte and ſober live with Mary HUBBARD; 
Thy Billingsgate he values not a ot, 


And little cares he for the World, I wot. 


Never, oh never, for a caſt-off gown, 


Allow thy beauteous face to wear a frown. 

Stab not the Milliner with her own ſheers, 

Nor furious box the Wardrobe-keeper's ears. 

SE 3 

No more the gall'ry's gaze they can engage. 
DE 
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No longer roll around thy goggling eye, 
Nor graceful twiſt thine ample mouth awry; 
Nor, ſmirking on the ſtage like wanton doxies, 
Nod to ideal gentry in the boxes; _ 
Make not thy fellow-lab'rers on the ſcene 
Butts for ſmall would-be wit, and ſilly ſpleen; 
Nor for each 7if that may thy humour Jas j 
Bid ſable EsTz © let ſlip the dogs of war:“ 
His dogs are ſcentleſs, toothleſs, purblind, lame; 
They yelp and ſnarl, but never ſeize the game. 


My counſel, O too lovely Nymph, revere 
Long have I lov'd thee—more than half a year 
And, ere my lute I tune to am'rous ſtrains, 
I would amend thee, tho' it coſt ſome pains; 1 

So when theſe precepts I perceive obey'd, 

Two dozen more ſhall in thy lap be laid. 


' ODE ON THE SCOTCH MUSIC. 


Wir words, my LauRa, can expreſs 
That pow'r unknown, that magic ſpell, 
Thy lovely native airs poſſeſs, 
When warbled from thy lips fo well, 
Such nameleſs feelings to impart, 
As melt in bliſs the raptur'd heart? 
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No ſtroke of art their texture bears, 


No cadence wrought with learned {kill ; 
And tho' long worn by rolling years, 
Yet, unimpair'd, they pleaſe us ſtill; 


While thouſand ſtrains of myſtic lore 


Have periſhed, and are heard no more. 


Wild, as a deſart ſtream, they flow, 
 Wand'ring along its mazy bed; 


Now, ſcarcely moving, deep and ſlow, 


No in a ſwifter current led; 
And now along the level lawn, 
With charming murmurs ſoftly drawn. 


Ah! what enchanting ſcenes ariſe, 
Still as thou breath'ſt the heart- felt ſtrain ! 
How ſwift exulting Fancy flies 

O'er all the varied SYLvan reign ! 
And how thy voice, bleſt Maid, can move 
The rapture and the woe of Love! 


There, on a bank by FLORA dreſt, 
Where flocks diſport beneath the ſhade, 

By Twezzp's ſoft murmurs lull'd to reſt, 
A lovely nymph aſleep is laid; 

Her ſhepherd, trembling, all in bliſs, 

Steals, unobſerv'd, a balmy kiſs ! 
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Here, by the banks and groves fo green, 
Where Y arrRow's waters warbling roll, 
The love-ſick ſwain, unheard, unſeen, 
Pours to the ſtream his ſecret ſoul; 
Sings his bright charmer, and, by turns, 
Deſpairs, and hopes, and fears, and burns. 
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There Night her ſilent ſable wears, 
And gloom inveſts the vaulted ſkies ; 
No ſtar amid the void appears, 
Feet ſee fair NeLLy bluſhing riſe ; 
And, lightly ſtepping, move unſeen 
To let her panting lover in. 


But far remov'd on happier plains, 
With harps to Love for ever ſtrung, 
Methinks, I ſee the favour'd ſwains 
Who firſt thoſe deathleſs mearſues ſuug ; 
For, ſure, I ween no courtly wight 
Thoſe deathleſs meaſures could indite. 


No! from the paſt'ral cot and ſhade 
Thy fav'rite airs, my Luka, came, 
By ſome obſcure CokEl LI made, 


Or HANDEL, never known to fame; 
And hence their notes, from nature warm, 
Like Nature's ſelf, muſt ever charm. 


Ye ſp'rits of fire, for ever gone, 
Soft as your ſtrains, O be your ſleep! 
And, 
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And, if your ſacred graves were known, 
We there ſhould hallow'd vigils keep, 
Where, LAuRA, thou ſhould'ſt raiſe the lay, 
And bear our ſouls to Heav'n away! 


N A LADY SLEEPING. 


* 


Wurz my Lavea is laid, beneath this old tree, 

Aſleep to the whiſpers that die on the gale, _ 

Ye Wood-nymphs attend, as kind guardians, and ſee 
That no harſh intruſion her ſlumbers aſſail. 


1 Swell gently thy murmur, O ſoft- rolling ſtream, 
1 And gently, ye Zephyrs, ſkim o'er the ſweet maid: 
; | By ruſtling your pinions, diſturb not her dream, 
ik Nor ruffle the bank where my LAuRA is laid. 
| May her dream be of rapture, and thro' her dear breaſt 
3 May pleaſure quick-darting give tranſports divine, 
= Such tranſports as Lovers oft feel unexpreſt, 
# Too poignant for language, for utt'rance too fine ! 
> O let me for ever, unconſcious of change, 
i Still ſleeping or waking protect the ſweet maid ; 
Still range the ſame groves that my Lava ſhall range, 
And lie on the bank where my LAuRA is laid! 
® | ODE 


1 


ODE TO MATTHEW BRAMBLE, ESQ, * 


Mex: eagerly than lawyers hunt for caſes; 
Than pious prieſts for tott'ring mitres ſcramble ; 
Or Rosz or HAWK ESB URN watch for vacant places; 
The MokxxIx Post I ſearch for Marr W 
BRAMBLE. . 


Thy fame, indeed, is now ſpread far and near, 
So full of frolic are thy Odes and fun; 
With thee compar'd, all modern bards appear 

Mere glimm'ring tapers to the noon- day ſun. 


But tho' each morn I now my ſearch renew, 
And of the Mornine Posr each page peruſe; 

No“ Ops To AcTors” now appear to view— 
Novught there I find but politics and news. 


Come then, good Ma T THE, let the Theſpian throng, 
The mimic tribe again thy pen engage: 

An actreſs, worthy BRAMBLETONIAN ſong, 
Once more returns to grace the Britiſh ſtage. 
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Thalia's fav'rite child, array'd in ſmiles, 
Again invites us to the comic ſcene— 
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JorDaN's return'd with all her < wanton wiles, 
More pleaſing far than 7ragic draw] J ween. 


But ne'er, I prithee, want of wealth bewail ; 
Thy Odes than riches are far better things; 
At Fortune—fickle jade then ceaſe to rail 
Leave wealth to be poſſeſs'd by fools and kings. 


« An old Cremona, and an older coat ;” 
Of worldly wealth tho' this beall thy ſtore, 
Why in ſuch mournful verſe lament thy lot? 
For pelf, good MaTTHzw, prithee, ſigh no more. 


For tho' our taſte it muſt reflect much ſhame on, 
Indeed, to all appear extremely hard, 


1 So very little of the earthly mammon 
= Should be rad by fuch a matchleſs Bard, 


Still, MaTTHEw, thou art not the only poet, 

Whoſe lack of fortune made him curſe the times: 
Hiſtoric records very clearly ſhew it— 

Riches were ne'er poſſeſs'd by men of rhymes. 


* Could J, like thee, pour forth the lyric ſtrain; 


9 Had I a ſpark of thy poetic fire; 15 
My Fortune, egad, might buffet me in vain— 


BLACKTHORN no other riches would deſire. 


i! BOB BLACKTHORN. 
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MINVELA.—A FRAGMENT. 
: IMITATED FROM THE GAELICK. 


I. 


B. marn a rock, in rugged fiſſures torn, 
The Bard of Morven lay at noon reclin'd; 
Where, o'er his head, an old fantaſtic thorn 
Diffus'd its fragrance to the paſſing wind: 
His harp, in melancholy mood reſign'd, 
Near, on a blaſted branch in ſilence hung; 
While ſlow he ponder'd in his penſive mind, 
The deeds of fame that fir'd his boſom young, 
When dauntleſs Fingal fought, and grey-hair'd Ullin. 
ſung. I 
nh 10. 
As thus he lay, enrapt in ſacred trance, 
And from his dim eyes ſtole the ſilent tear, 
An aged Hero, leaning on his lance, 
With wav'ring ſteps along the heath' drew near; 
'T was Murno, weeping for his Uran dear, 
His gallant fon, in fight untimely ſlain : 
Exulting forth he went to ſtain his ſpear 
8 |» Th RIM In 
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1 In hoſtile blood, on Lena's woody plain; 
4 And there, in earth's cold womb, his lifeleſs bones remain. 


— 


III. 
Rais'd by the old man's woe, the heav'nly fire 
Thro' the mild foul of Oſſian ruſhing flew ; 
Quick in his raptur'd hands he took the lyre, 
And ſtruck a tender ſtrain in meaſures new : 
Not ſofter ever was the breeze that blew 
Through Selma's groves, or Cona's ſtreamy vale, 
When to the moon-beams glanc'd the nightly dew, 
And ghoſts of heroes, clad in miſty.mail, | 
With airy maids came hov'ring o'er the mountains 5 pale. 


4 By Luva's ſtreams (the ſightleſs Bard thus ſung) 
\ In his grey tow'r did noble FoxLoTa dwell, 

5 For deeds of glory fam'd the chiefs among; 

i Many a dark foe beneath his valour fell. 

1 Nor did his heart in kindneſs leaſt excel; 

[i Still in his plenteous hall the feaſt was ſpread, 

a And ſtill went round in joy the ſounding ſhell: 

1 Well knew the ſtranger where at noon to tread, 

0 | And well at night the wand'rer where to reſt his head. 
Wo One maid of beauty bleſt his life's decline, 

"bl MINVELA, of the dark and gloſſy hair, 

9 Form'd by kind Nature in her beſt deſign, 

i : And faireſt made of Morven's maidens fair. 

0 Many 
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Many young chiefs had ſought with ardent care, 
Matchleſs Minvela's ſecret heart to gain. 

No ſpark of love ſhe felt; but, free as air, 

On the green hills, among her virgin train, 


Reoic'd with flying ſhafts o'er the brown deer to reign, | 


VI. 

'Twas then by winding Carron's ſtream appear'd | 
Warriors unknown, and loud our chiefs defy'd. 

Fingal's broad ſhield was ſtruck, his banner rear'd, 
And Forloth's ſteps of age were by his ſide. 
They met; they fought; the banks in gore were 

dy'd. 

Heroes unnumber'd pale and 3 lay ; -- 
And ſcarce could night the doubtful ſtrife divide, 
But Forloth ſure had ſunk in death that day, 
Had not young Finax turn'd th' impending ſtroke 
away. 


VII. 

To I.uva's halls the grateful chief convey'd 

The blue-ey'd Finan, in his ſhining car. 
Come forth, he cried, Minvela, brighteſt maid, 

And hail thy father victor from the war! 
See, on this youth's white breaſt the bloody ſcar, 
That fav'd me from the valiant ſtranger's ſword : 
Go, range the vale, the piney cliffs afar, 
And wat'ry caves, that herbs of health afford, 
Till to his wonted ſtrength my hero be reſtor'd. 


H z | VIII. Soon 
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VIII. 
Soon did the youth his wonted ſtrength regain, 
And ſoon Minvela breathe the ſecret ſigh ; 
As from her harp ſhe call'd its tend'reſt ſtrain, 
In notes ſcarce heard, that inſtant fall and die ; 
Her boſom heav'd, and from each ſwimming eye, 
Adown her glowing cheek the big tears ſtole. 
=: Grey Forloth ſmil'd. And Finan, liſt' ning by, 
1 Felt nameleſs tranſports darting thro' his ſoul, 
| At ev'ry riſing ſwell, and pauſe of fainting dole. 
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4 IX. 
The maid, this pining grief to drive away, 

Reſoly'd her woodland paſtimes to renew: 

Then on the hill ſhe ſtood at down of day, 

Her dogs, with feet of wind, ſwept o'er the dew; 
And ſure as death her feather'd arrows flew. 
Sudden was heard the boding eagle's cry, 

And from the howling deſart wild winds blew ; 

Black clouds came rolling round the mountains 
high ; 

9 While deep a and dreadful thunder rattled o'er the ſky. 
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0 On a white rock hung o'er the craſhing wood, 
Wo Sat fair Minvela, leaning on her bow ; 
Raging, and all in foam, ſwift Luva's flood 
Boil'd thro” the rocks and broken dens below. 
Ho ofer it, lovely Huntreſs, can'ſt thou go? 
For 
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For on that rock thou may'ſt not long remain 
Diſhevell'd in the blaſt, thy dark locks blow; 
Cold round thy trembling boſom beats the rain; 

And ſtarleſs night will ſoon thy fearful ſteps reſtrain. 
XI. 
Acroſs the deep dark chaſms, where roar'd the 
_ ſtream, 

Its moſs-grown arm an aged oak had hung, 

And met the rock beyond. There, while the gleam 
Of lightning flaſh'd, and hills with thunder rung, 

The ſhiv'ring hunter oft of old had clung, 
And o'er the torrent work'd his per'lous way. 
Far, far below, wild caves and ſhelves among, 


The waters roll; and miſts, aſcending grey, 
To bats, and diſmal owls, afford a doubtful day. 
XII. 
That paſs young Finan knew, and now had ſeen 
Minvela wand'ring on the bleak hill's ſide : 
Thro' brakes he ruſh'd, and tangled copſes green, 
Till, ſtanding high above the foaming tide, 
Give me thy hand, fair maid, he joyful cried, 
And joyful ſhe her white hand ſmiling gave. 
Trembling along the ſhaking branch they hied. 
It cracks, it wreaks it falls—no ſtrength could 
ſave.— 
Down the 3 void they plunge, amid the flaſhing 
wave. 


H 4. XIII. 
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XIII. 


Forloth fat in his hall. The beam blaz'd bright: 
He fann'd its flame, and wiſh'd Minvela there. 
A ſharp ſcream ſtruck his ear. In wild affright 
He ruſh'd, and ſaw his young, his lovely pair, 
1 Wreath'd round the oak together in deſpair, 
1 And ſwiftly ſnouting down the foamy flood. 
1 Wich fruitleſs cries he fill'd the troubled air, 
. And all the gloomy night, in frantic mood, 
Roam'd o' er the wat'ry ſhore, and thro' the groaning 
| wodd. 5 


XIV. 3 
Wretched old man! I know thy grief too well; 
Too well my harp has learn'd this dreary ſtrain: 
In pride of youth my blooming Oſcar fell ; 
And laſt of all my race I now remain. 
Once, like a tow'ring tree, I grac'd the plain; 
Shoots round me grew, and flow'rs in fragrant 
rows; 
But ſoon the winter's wind, and freezing rain, 
Nipt each fair bud, blaſted each ſmiling roſe, 
te And left me naked, bare to ev'ry ſtorm that 
blows !” 


XV. 
Long by the fatal ſtream he wander'd flow ; 
5 Long the wild mountain heard his burſting ſighs: 
(5, His empty hall no more he ſcem'd to know; 
b Dark was to him the earth, and black the ſkies. 
Wy At 
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At length the diſtant ſhouts of war ariſe, 

By Luva's bank fad Forloth hears the ſound; 

Reckleſs of life, to arms once more he flies. 
lis dark ſhips, launching on the lake profound, 


Spread their white fails, and fly to Malta's rocky 
mound. | 


n 
On green Ferarma, in their courſe, they land, 
Where the dun roes ſport on the woody ſhore ; 

High on the rock two beams of beauty ſtand, 

| Young benders of the bow, with ſhafts in ſtore. 

Such was the garb my lov'd Minvela wore, 

Cried Forloth, while ſwift tears bedimm'd his ſight, 

And ſuch the creſted helm young Finan bore, 

When down the ſtream, on that diſaſt'rous night, 
Wrapt in fierce ſtorms, they lank for ever from the 
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XVII. 
His well-known voice they heard, on this green iſle, 
Where by the winged ſtream they had been borne: 
Quick to his arms they ſpring; and, for a while, 
Their mingled raptures all expreſſions ſcorn. 
The old man's heart, by gnawing grief long worn, 
Again in pureſt joy began to bound : 
To Luva's ſtreams in triumph they return; 
Once more, with dance and ſong the hills reſound; 
ot in the hall, once more, the feſtive ſhell goes 
round, _ 


XVIII. 


45 


v8] 
y 


— 


N — — 2 — — . 

— -- . . ie WY 

— K a — — 
2 — = 4 2 = 


122 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


XVIII. 


"Twas thus, O Murno! thy lamented ſon, 
Like Forloth's children, left thee in his prime: 


| Bur for a ſeaſon is thy hero gone, 


On his own ſtream borne to a happier clime. 
And quick, O Murno, haſtens on the time, 
When thou ſhalt meet the gallant youth again; 


His courſe is now on the white clouds, that climb 


The moon's clear face, when winds their force 
reſtrain, 


And free the light ghoſts wander « o'er the ſtarry is, 


XIX. 


'Tis there contending warriors meet in peace, 
And on the tempeſt's wing together ride : 
There in the mutual feaſt all diſcords ceaſe; 
Lochlin and Morven fitting ſide by ſide. 
For what can now their harmony divide, 
When round them fly ſo thick the airy deer, 
When the blue fields of Heay'n extend ſo wide ? 
No, happy ſhades, ye have no foes to fear ; 


And on your battles paſt ye drop a pitying tear. 
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B- the ſtream ſo cool * clear, 

And thro' the caves where breezes languiſh, 
Shooting ſtill my tender anguiſh, 

Hoping ſtill to find my lover, 

I have wander'd far and near, 

O where ſhall I the youth diſcover ? 


Sleeps he in your breezy ſhade, 

Ye rocks with moſs and ivy waving, 
On ſome bank where wild waves laving, 
Murmur through the twiſted willow ? 
On that bank, O were I laid, 

How ſoft ſhould be my lover's pillow ! 


LOocH-LEVEN CASTLE.—A FRAGMENT, 


99.9 SEEST thou, Alexis, yonder verdant iſle, 


Far in the boſom of the lucid lake, 
That on its margin bears a mould'ring pile, 
Where lonely eagles now their eyries make ? 


Shepherd, 
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Shepherd, within thoſe walls have mighty Peers, 
Beauties, now long in duſt, thro' dances led: 
And yon grey tree, moſs-grown and dry with years, 


4 Once ſhaded Mary's lovely, hapleſs head. 

f O ill-ſtar'd Queen! 1 BO 
I Matchleſs in beauty as in woe ! bo 
8 | | i BY YA; / 

Oft by muſing Fancy ſeen, . 


Her ſpirit comes; while ſad and ſlow 
I wander here, beneath the moon's pale beam, 
And winds and murm'ring waters ſoothe my dream. 
. Then heaves my breaſt, then ſtart my ſacred tears, 
E While memory -ecalls the fatal years, 
; When, driv'n by foes, by hollow friends betray d, 
She to yon iſle was fraudfully convey'd ; 
In that obſcure retreat, to hide thoſe charms 
That fir'd all hearts, and ſet the world in arm. 
A 


A youth there was who ſaw her borne away, 

1 Of manners gentle, vet of ſpirit brave; 

= The noble Dover as, who, for many a day, 
Had deeply vow'd himſelf her ſecret ſlave. 

To ſerve his charming Princeſs long he ſtrove: 


«tf Still was his ſword firſt drawn in her defence; 

5 And ſtill he ſought ſome hour, when he might prove 
4 His hopeleſs paſſion at his life's expence. 

5 Far different was his love from the black fires 

15 TO That burn'd in gloomy BoTHweLL's ruthleſs breaſt: 
* . Only ſoft broken murmurs, his deſires, 

| Only deep-trembling ſighs his pains expreſs'd, 

Il. Nor 
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Nor did his ardors paſs unfelt, unſeen, 
By Maxr's love-taught eyes, and feeling heart; 
She lov'd the youth, that dar'd to love his Queen, 
And in his ſecret paſſion bore a part. 


'T'was night: her maids were ſunk in ſleep, 
Lull'd by the ſighs the zephyr made ; ; 
As o'er the circling waters deep 
On wanton wings he flutt'ring play'd : 
When, by the ruſhy margin green, 
Slow wand'ring came the Royal Fair, 
To vent her ſighs, and breathe, unſeen, 
Her anguiſh to the midnight air. 
Mild as the beams that Cynthia ſhed, 
Her eyes ſhe rais'd, in ſorrow ſteept; 
And wide thoſe arms of ſnow ſhe ſpread, 
Within whoſe circles Kings had ſleept. 
O Majeſty ! the lovely mourner ſaid, 
How poorly are thy countleſs pains repaid ! 
What is the circlet ſparkling on my brow, 
The ball, the ſceptre, all the ſolemn ſhow ; 
While faction, rage, and guile, my life purſue, 
And each new day brings on diſtreſſes new ! 
On this ſecluded iſle I muſt conſume, 
In fad captivity, my youthful bloom, 
Weeping my country's woes ; while from afar, 
Borne on the winds, I hear the ſhouts of war, 
And ſee the ſmoke of deſolation riſe, 
From plunder'd manſions, to the vengeful ſkies. 


Unhappy 
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Unhappy country ! fatally decreed, 
s By foes within thy boſom born, to bleed ! 
Why didſt thou ſpurn the mighty Edward's chain? 


Hurl back to his wild ſeas the ſavage Dane? 
And ev'n the matchleſs Roman drive away, 


F Yet now to thine own ruffians fall a prey? 
f : — Dark ſlaves! who maſk their crimes in holy veil, 
b; e with their blood - ſtain'd hands to Heav'n appeal; 
FP Deceive the brave, and ſtrike the helpleſs head, 
1 Alike to courage and to mercy dead. 
1 Deluded wretches! while they thus engage 
| The Son againſt the Sire in hoſtile rage ; 
1 And ev'ry hell- born artifice employ, 
bi The fancied heav'n of empire to enjoy: 


Little they dream how ſhort, how vain that ſtate, 
How few poor reſtleſs days ſhall on them wait ! 
Till ſome new plotter come, and hurl them down 
From all their glory and belov'd renown; 
In cold oblivion ever to remain, 
Among the thouſands in their battles ſlain ; 
Yet on they ruſh, each in his tow'ring thought 
Graſping the golden ſceptre, dearly bought: 
While the devoted realm, from many a wound, 
Deep-rankling, pours its vital ſtream around. — 
There lies my pain.— Tis not for Empire loſt, 
Nor all th' extended pow'r I e' er could boaſt : 
'Tis not for theſe thus to the Night I mourn; 
Inur'd to grief, my fall I could have borne. 
But while my people feel oppreſſion's load, 
While war and rapine wield the bloody rod; 
12 755 While 
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While o'er thoſe vales inſulting villains go, 

And mark their dreary courſe with guilt and woe ; 
| Ne'er ſhall one joy my tortur'd boſom chear, 
Ne'er from my cheek be dry'd the bitter tear. 
O frailty! for a Queen, thus all obſcure, 
To weep diſaſters which ſhe cannot cure 
Why ſhould this breaſt, in princely robe array'd, 
Bear all the weakneſs of a country maid ? 
O where is that undaunted ſpirit flown, 

W hich led my mighty fathers to renown ? 
Why could not I an equal firmneſs ſhew, 
And cruſh the traitors at one noble blow ? 
Then my lov'd people o'er their fields might ſmile, 
And, unannoy'd, purſue their rural toll; 

Dance on the vales, by war no more oppreſt, 


And bleſs the godkke hand that wrought their reſt! . 


1 


— 


Cynthia, now the clouds among, 

O' er the blue horizon hung, 

Trembling in her ſilver light; 

Their ſilent tops the green groves way'd, 
And as their moſſy banks they lay'd, 

The mountain ſtreamlets ſparkled bright. 
O er the ſmooth lake gliding ſlow, 

To the iſle a galley came; 
And DovcLas, bounding from the prow, 
Fell before the Royal Dame. 

« O charming Princeſs!” ſaid th' exulting youth, 

„ Gracious accept the feeble aid 1 bring; 
>. Accept thy liberty; doubt not my truth, 
KgBut ſeize this happy moment on the wing. 
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« Heav'n, my fair Queen, approves the bleſt deſign, 


That moment, while he circled all her charms, 
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« On W bank ſome noble chiefs await, 
e Faithful to thee, with courſers ſwift as wind, 
© That, &er the dawn, will find thee a retreat 
ce Secure, and mock the vain purſuit behind. 
ce See where the moon and fav'rite ſtars decline, 
« Night ſoon will wrap us in the darkeſt veil; 


« And bids us inſtant catch the happy gale.” 
This ſaid, he claſp'd her in his ardent arms, 

And to the hov'ring galley ſwift convey'd: 

That rapt'rous moment all his pains repaid. 


* * * * * * 


THE TERRORS OP CONSCIENCE. 


A TALE, FROM THE SPANISH. 


Tua dews of the morning yet hung on the graſs, 
And the foreſt reſounded to Philomel's ſong, 
When good Friar John, on his dapple-grey aſs, 
By ſoft-winding Tagus came ambling along. 
As honeſt a cowl as ever broke Lent 
Was John; no great ſcholar, indeed, but ſincere, 
Poſſeſſing, unenvied, wherever he went, 
For friendſhip a heart, and for mis'ry a tear. 
As 


— 


E. 7. 
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As he dodged on, ſtumbling, 
And his beads careleſs tumbling, 
He ſpied near at hand 
Young Don Ferdinand. 
Truly, ladies, a pretty fellow, 
His mantle red, his doublet yellow ; 
Like Mercury he dances, | 
Like Hercules he fences, 
And ſmiles like Apollo new ris'n from the ſea, 
But 'ſpite of thoſe graces, 
Moſt defp'rate his caſe is, 
For never a ducat of rent has he. 
Bleſs thee, my ſon, the Friar ſaid, 
What troubles now thy peace invade ! 


Why that look ſo wild and drear? 


Why that ſigh and ſtealing tear? 

With me thou oft haſt laugh'd away 

Many a jocund ſummer's day ; 

But now thou pin'ſt in ſecret pain: 

Shall we never laugh again ? 

Never! he cried; for griefs unknown before 

Have murder'd laughter —1 ſhall laugh. no 
more, 


O Father John! my dear friend Father John, 


_ Confteor—1 now muſt ſoon be gone; 


So pull out thy crucifix, 
And I'll tell thee all my tricks. 
Come, then, to this tree I'll faſten my aſs, 


Now open thy grief without more grimace, 
I Fer. 
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Fer. Thou know'ſt Count Baldus, that old clumſy 


boor ? 


F. J. I am his ohoſtly father—ſay no more. 

Fer. His Julia, O Friar, his daughter ſo fair, 
'Tis for her that I pine, tis for her 1 deſpair. 
Long ſmit by her charms, I tried ev'ry art, 


To pleaſe her rough fire, and gain her dear heart. 


Some moments of heaven, when 1 found her 


alone, 


Soon bleſt me with raptures to Friars unknown. 


But a curſt chambermaid 
The myſt'ry betray' d 
To Baldus, who ranted, and bullied, and ſwore; 
He ſcorn'd me, and ſpurn'd me, 
And finally turn'd me, 
Like a recreant knave, in diſgrace to the door. 
And is this all?—quoth Friar John, 


Surfum corda, my dear Don. 


] have a crotchet in my brain, 
That haply ſhall relieve thy pain. 
Baldus, the cruſty hunks, ſhall fue 


For life and liberty to you ; 


And throw his daughter to thy arms, 
With all his bags, manors, and farms. 
Only get thee homeward ſtraight, 
And for my inſtructions wait. 


They parted:—the Friar aſcended his aſs, 

And cudgelFd him on at a pretty good pace; 
Tillne reach'd the proud caſtle, where, awful, in ſtate 
Count Baldus was ſtalking before the hall-gate. 


Pax 
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Pax terum, quoth John, good day, my good Lord. 
Count Baldus twice nodded, but ſaid not a word. 
F. J. I've a meſſage, my Lord, ſhall I venture to tell 
C. B. From whence, pray, old Father? 


F. J. 


—— —=— My Lord, — tis from hell. 


Laſt night, as I fat alone in our chantry, 


The devil came ſuddenly bounce from the 
pantry, 


With two gammons of bacon, that ſcarce had 


been taſted, 


] And with this, cried hes ſhall old Baldus be 


baſted ! 


Soon after, while muſing, ſhut up in my cell, 
About half an hour before the mattins bell, 


I heard a horrid howl, my lamp burnt blue, 
The vaults rung with groans, and back my 
dcor flew. | 


Then, lo, the horned fiend, with his bacon, again 


Stood bickering and young forth ſulphurous 
in. 
Behind him came limping a crooked old man, 


Carrying a gridiron and frying- pan; 
His name was Barbazon, as he told me, a civil, 


Talkative kind of decrepid devil. 


Then cried Satan: Hirri ho! 
By the fires that ever glow, 
Soon as three dark nights are paſt, 
Baldus thou ſhalt broil and baſte! 
Barbazon, prepare thy tongs; 
Think of poor Tereſa's wrongs. 

12 Think 


132 MISCELLANEOUS PIECES, 


Think of all his crimes untold, 
Done to gather heaps of gold. 
Think of all his damned pride,— 
Let fifty Furies claw his hide. 
Fly—prepare the ſauce in haſte, 
For quickly thou ſhalt Baldus baſte ! 

Then, my Lord, with a blaſt of blue fire, 

He vaniſh'd with his cook behind the choir: 

I thought it my duty, with all preciſion, 

To reveal to your Lordſhip this dreadful viſion. 
O mercy! mercy! mercy ! Baldus cried ; 
Where ſhall I find a hole my head to hide? 
Tis all too true—the Devil knows all too well— 
Santa Maria! muſt I go to hell? 
In three days too—to die—and then be driv'n 
Down darkly—Ha, Tereſa—Mercy, Heav'n! 
O for a hole, a hole, Friar, a hole, 

To hide from Satan's claws my wretched ſoul ! 
F. J. Yield not to deſpair, my ſon; 
Who knows what may yet be done? 
I counſel thee to our Convent to repair, 

And ſpend the night in watching and pray'r. 
Perhaps good St. Jacques may pity thy caſe, 
Accept thy compunction, and grant thee his grace; 
Eſpecially if you bring a ſmall matter of gold, 
For the poor priſoners in the purgatorial hold: 
At any rate the Devil will make a vile fray, 

Ere the Saint be able his fury to lay, 

And perhaps the fide of our cloiſter may be 

blown away, | 


All 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 133 


All which is expenſive ——— 
— Talk not of expence 
Cried Baldus, let him only make goud my de- 
fence; 
Give him my money, my land, my water; 
Give him (if he loves a wench) Julia my daughter, 
A buxom ripe girl, who never knew man i 
Any thing to fave 1 me from the ne and frying- 
e 
Thy charity is laudable, quot John , 

And with our bleſſed Saint will much avail— 
This ſaid, he mounts, and pricks his dapple on, 
While Baldus humbly trudged at the tail. 
Onward they paſs, and talk of burning gleams, 
Spits, caldrons, forks, and other helliſh themes: 
Whoſe heat, join'd to the ſun's, made Baldus 

groan, 
And lard the lean earth as he waddled on. 
To the Convent when they came, 
The Friar had him well rubb'd down; 
Then dreſs'd him in the robes of ſhame, 
Shirt of hair, and fackloth gown. 

Next he led him to the choir, 

And bade him kneel, and weep, and pray, 

While he himſelf would ſad retire, 

And ſolitary maſſes ſay. 
He retir'd, I think, neither ſad nor to maſs, 
But to tell to the Abbot his penitent's caſe. 
The Abbot lov'd laughter as well as the Friar, 
And eaſily granted him all his deſire, _ 
3 To 
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To work then they went, when the Brotherhood met, 
All in the Refectory chapterly ſet, 


e- 


With horns, copes, ſtoles, plumes, palms, and paints, 

15 To dreſs devils and ladies, angels and ſaints. 

| Sending off a lay-brother, with a note of hand, 5 
170 To bring lovely Julia, and her dear Ferdinand. 
4 Baldus all this while alone, 
i ! Sat grunting in the gloomy iſle, 

1 Pouring forth his bitter moan, 
ut With weeping loud and RG vile. 


Night's dim ſhades began to fall, 
Bats to flutter, owls to ſcream, 
When, darting from the diſtant hall, 
| He ſpied a taper's trembling gleam. 
This light was borne by Friar John, 
Who came with many a tragic groan. 
C. Bal. Alas! what comfort? Father, ſay; 
Is there no pardon ? — no delay. 


F. 7 St. Jacques and your helliſh foe, 
My Lord, will quickly pull a crow. 
I fear 'twill be a deſperate fight, 
And mean to watch with you all night. 
Juſt then a thund'ring noiſe was heard, 
And lightning flaſhing blue appear'd; 
Yells rang the vaulted roots about, 
The organ ſounded G fol reut : 
Then came Friar Balvaſtro, dreſt up complete, 
As the Prince of devils, from head to feet; ; 
Behind was Barbazon with his pan, 
- Preſented by Fabian, a proper man. 
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At ſight of them Baldus fell flat on the floor, 
And ſhook the old pile with his hideous roar. 


Preſently, with anthems' melodious din, 
St. Jacques and a poſſe of angels ruſh'd in, 


Compos'd of Ferdinand and the junior Friars, 


Carrying ſwords, and palms, and lyres. 
On the devil fierce they fell, 
With many a frightful ſhriek and yell; 


While the deep organ-pipes did wall 
All the diſcords in the ſcale. 


Long they ſtruggled and tumbled about on the ground; 
At length the poor Devil was vanquiſh'd and bound, BD 


With a curious parchment thong, tis ſaid, 
Of parings of holy manuſcripts made. 
Sir Saint, quoth the Devil, biting his claws, 


You fight, let me tell you, in a very bad cauſe: 


Tf your Holineſs will but a minute attend, 


I'll make you aſham'd of this wretch you defend. 
I'll call up the ſhadows of thoſe he has ſlain, 


For luſt of beauty, or luſt of gain; 
Till thou ſhalt deteſt his daſtardly pray'rs, 
And help me to kick him down hell ſtairs. 
Then thrice he cried, From eaſtern den 
Send Al Fadl the Saracen ! 
Solemn ſtepping, ſad and ſlow, 
A figure, arm'd from top to toe, 
Paſt, and with an angry glance 
To Baldus ſhew'd his bloody lance. 


This, quoth the Devil, was a valiant rich man, 


His name Al Fadl, a Saracen, 
. 


Whom 
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Whom Baldus villainouſly way-laid, 
Returning from the laſt cruſade, 
(An excellent kind of warfare, which I hope won't ceaſe 
Till half the world be butcher'd for the faith of peace,) 
And ſtabbing him baſely with his lance, 
While he was reading the Koran in a holy trance, 
Tumbled his carcaſe into the Tigris, 
And loaded with his treaſure a dozen negroes. 
Now call from the weſtern bow'r, 
The nymph whoſe tears for ever pour, 
 Hapleſs Tereſa!—Then came wand' ring by 
A ſhadow like an angel, with bright hair 
Dabbled in blood Lou cannot ſay twas I, 
Cried Baldus, that deſtroy'd this weeping fair! 
Tis true, ſaid the Devil, it was her own hand 
That plung'd the ſharp knife in her boſom of ſnow; 
But who was't deceiv'd her with promiſes bland, 
And left her to mercy, madneſs, and woe? 

Maſter Devil! cried St. Jacques, this is all but a mock ; 
Thoſe ſins long ago were confeſs'd and forgiv'n, 
The Count has laid up of good works a good ſtock, 

And ſpite, of your teeth, he ſhall go to Heav'n. 
He go to Heav'n! quoth the Devil with a grin, 
A miſcreant who lives in daily fin— 
A few days more, and his daughter may be 
Another Tereſa—'Tis that, Sir, d'ye ſee, 
'Tis that which now brings me to take him to hell, 
That his tyranny cruel for ever may ceaſe, 
T hat his family may ſing, and dance to his knell, 
And Julia and Ferdinand marry in peace, 


O they 
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O they ſhall marry! cried Baldus, they ſhall marry! 
Let me but a little longer on Earth tarry. 
All my worldly ſubſtance ſhall be theirs, 
And their lawfully begotten heirs, 
While in this holy houſe I'll faſt and ſay my 
_pray'rs! 
Why this, quoth the Devil, quite alters the caſe; 
I knock under, and own that I'm all in the wrong: 
So ſend for the pair, let St. Jacques ſay grace, 
And then I'll make one in the dance and the ſong. 


THE LOVER'S LEAP.— A TALE. 


5 BuMPER was a Baron bold. 
As e'er romantic writ enroll'd ; 
For feats of chivalry renown'd, 
And oft Olympic victor crown'd. 

In a deep-winding woody vale _ 
His caſtle ſtood, antique and gray, 

Where winter's ſtorm, nor ſummer gale, 
E'er chas'd the hov'ring fogs away. 

The dull moat all around 
Lies in eternal ſleep, 
Its mould'ring oaks are all half-drown' d, 
Its bending willows ever weep. 


Sce 
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See from the gate Sir Bumper ſtride 
With fair round paunch and ruddy face ; 

And, hark! the horn reſounding wide 
Proclaims aloud the jocund chace. 

For now the ſun has left the main, 
And gilds the hoary mountains high, 

Where young 'Squire Ringwood, and his train, 
With clamour ſeem to rend the __ 


His lazy groom Sir Bumper chides— 


He mounts—and up the hill he rides; 


Juſt as Squire Ringwood, briſk and gay, 
Had giv'n the watch-word—ſtole away. 
Tis a grim, old, malicious fox, 
Heav'n fave you, Sir, from fatal knocks ! 
For deafen'd with your whoop and hollow, 
My mare denies your courſe to follow. 
She backward caſts her rolling eye, 

And views Sir Bumper's caſtle high. 


What nymph is that of tempting bloom, 
With all her charms profuſe diſplay d? 


Tis Lucy in her dreſſing-room, 
In Nature's robes alone array'd. 


Miſs Lucy 1s Sir Bumper's daughter, 


And lately had *Squire Ringwood taught her, 


To think herſelf not quite ſo well, 


And wiſh for what ſhe could not tell. 


Shut, 
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Shut, ſhut, dear girl; oh ſhut the caſement, 
And do not kill us with amazement! 
To the window ſee her creep, 
Hanging o'er the moat ſo deep, 
There leaning on her arms of ſnow wr 
She liſtleſs eyes the pool below, 
Surrounded by the frogs | 
That ſputter thro' the muddy bogs. 


And now the genial ſeaſon warm, 
Deep fluſhes every ripen'd charm. 
Her boſom heaves with wild deſire, 
_ Her eye-balls dance in lambent fire. 
A ſubtle trembling, ſweet, yet ſtrong, 
Glides rapid every nerve along. 
« Ah! what a ſultry, ſtifling morn!” 
She cry'd, © and heat's not to be borne ; 
« Streight will I ſeek the ſecret cave, | 
« And in the lake my body lave.“ i 
Then in a robe of ſlight attire i} 
She wraps her lovely boſom bare, | 
And, ſwift deſcending, all unſeen, | 
She like an arrow ſkims the green. 
The cowſlip and the daiſy ſweet 
Scarce bending to her feather'd feet. 


To the Welt there grew a grove, 1 
Deep in whoſe ſequeſter'd glades 
Many a wood-nymph wont to rove, 


And ſhield from blights the favour'd ſhades. 
Cloſe 
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Cloſe ſhelter'd in its boſom green 

A broad extended lake 1s ſeen; - 

And there a rock, abrupt and riv'n, 

Heaves its tow'ring head to Heav'n: 

| Stoop'd within its oozy fide 

Is a cavern deep and wide, 

Deem'd of old the ghaſtly haunt. 

Of Elves and Water-Goblins gaunt : 

But now 'tis reckon'd a proper place 

For maidens of ſweet and baſhful face, 
To come and ſtrip off their tatters, 
And take the ben'fit of the waters, 
Without fear of ſhepherds or fatyrs, 

| Or any ſuch matters. 


To this green cave fair Lucy came, 
And, on the velvet moſs reclin'd, 

The robe that wrapt her tempting frame 
She, conſcious, bluſhing, flow reſign'd. 
Oh, powers of bliſs! what charms ſhe ſhew'd! 

Charms which no eloquence can tell : 
Her cheeks with heav*n's own tincture glow' d; 
No burſting roſe e' er bloom'd ſo well. 


See her raven ringlets flowing, 
New contraſted power beſtowing 
On her white and downy ſkin ; 
On her ſwelling boſom lying, 
Round her charming ſhoulders flying, 
As an airy mantle thin ! 
. With 
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With one quick glance around the wood, 
Another to the rock's high head, 
She fearleſs ruſhes to the flood, 
And hides her in a liquid bed. 


Secure ſhe ſpreads her ſhining limbs, 
Paddles, tumbles, dives, and ſwims ; 
Each various poſture wanton ſhe employs, 
And all the humid luxury enjoys. 


Meanwhile o'er rough ridges, ad torrents, 
and rocks, 

Sir Bumper and Ringwood had follow'd the fox. 

Twas an old fox, I ſaid, and he knew ev'ry trick 

That was ever practis'd, I think, by Old Nick. 

But hard run at laſt, he aſcends a wild ſteep, 

And over an old wall he makes a nice leap; 


There clings in a buſh, which buſhyou muſt know 


Hung o'er a high crag, with deep waters below, 

Soon follow'd the pack, and ev'ry bold hound 

Sprung ſheer o'er the W down 
and was drown'd. 

This precipice Sir Bumper knew, 

And with ſtrong arms his bridle drew. 

His gallant ſteed, the truth to ſay, 

Was pleas'd this ſignal to obey ; 

Alfter ſcouring ſuch a tract, 

With ſuch a woolſack on his back. 

Squire Ringwood then had made a round, 

To gain th' advantage of the ground ; 
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And, like a jav'lin newly thrown, 

He from the heights came headlong down; 

Right t'ward the wall he puſhes on, 

O'er which the fox and hounds had gone. 

In vain Sir Bumper razs'd a roar, 

And crack'd his whip, and bawl'd, and ſwore. 
Then in the chace Squire *Ringwood's gen'rous ] 


mare 
With fatal vigour took her leap ſo fair, > 
That from the cliff abrupt ſhe launch'd in hae, 
MM 1 
Aſtounded, 
Confounded, 
And ſtiff as a ſtake, 


e Squire Ringwood convulſively PR to her back, 
Till he ſoftly came daſh 
With a horrid flaſh 
Among reeds, and docks, and other aquatic traſh, 


But the water was deep, which ſaved his bones; 
And the poor mare, after a few ſnuffles and 


groans, 
Began to ſwim like a duck, 
And by excellent luck ng 
The Squire turn'd her to that hand 
Which was nigheſt the land. 


Round the promontory's baſe 
He wond'rous horſemanſhip difplays : 
— There, my Princeſs;—forward, hoy ; 
Tallyho—and—here, my boy ;— 
= Till 
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Till as beneath the rock ſo gray, ; 
Slow he work'd his wat'ry way, | 
A ſudden turn, which cloſe he took, 
Brought him to a woody nook ; 
Where Lucy, ſhelter'd in the ſhade, 
Sports on the waves herſelf had made. 


Fled faſt from the ſight of this terrible wight, 
That on the ſoft element fail'd bolt upright; 


With a ſhriek and a ſpring the briſk girl in a * 


With locks heavy-ſtreaming, and wild rolling 


eyes, 
To the cavern as fleet as Camille ſhe flies, 


There thruſt in an arm in a ſleeve of her gown, 
Behind a dark willow ſhe ſcuttles her down. 


Ringwood at firſt was ſore amaz'd, 
When from the azure flood ſhe flew ; j 
But ſoon as on her charms he gaz d 


This goddeſs of the lake he knew. 


Now Tallyho reſounds again, 


Ilmpatiently he works the rein, 


Whipping, ſpurring, wriggling, firking, : 
And faſt unbuttoning his jerkin. 


Soon as to the cave he got, 
He turn'd his mare into the wood; 
And nimbly whipping off his coat, 
Before his charming Lucy ſtood. 
| | Onward, 
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Onward, ſtripping, he proceeds, 
Till all his dark and dropping weeds 
Recking in the fun were laid, 
Then—Your ſervant, Ma'am—he ſaid. 
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Sir Bumper, in the mean time, all forlorn, 
Lamenting his companion daſh'd and torn, 

With all his hounds for ever loſt and gone, 

Around the hill came lonely ambling on. 
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Awful in grief to Heay'n he rav'd, 
Crying, if he might haply find 
From death a ſingle puppy ſav'd, 
What eaſe it would afford his mind; 
Or ſome fragment of Ringwood driv'n to land, 
A piece of his ſkull, or the palm of his hand. 
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Bye and bye he meets the mare.— 
i Ah! wild devil, art thou there? 
| Where is Ringwood ? tell me, where? 

Sleeps he in the caverns deep, 
Where the crabs around him creep? 
Or along the ſwelling tide, 
Peck'd by gor-mews, floats he wide ? 
O thou moſt diſaſtrous mare! | 
Where is Ringwood : — tell me, where? 

Thus mourning wild, he pierc'd the gloomy wood, 

And ſoon upon the lake's green margin ſtood. 
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J really can't ſay what happen'd when 
He found the Squire and Lucy's den; 
But 
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But this I know, to make amends, 

That, by advice of prudent friends, 
Miſs Lucy to Ringwood, the very next day, 
Was given in a matrimonial way, 


SONNE T. 


De» ſhelter'd in thy native foreſt green, 
Where o'er thy lovely head each peaceful day 
And ſilent night glide undiſturb'd away, 
And ev'ry ſhepherd hails thee rural queen, 
Think'ſt thou, my Laura, of that youth unſeen, 
Who now, illum'd by Fancy's ſacred ray, 
To thy bright airy form preſents his lay, 
Sinking the ſpace that abſence thruſts between? 
Canſtant as fair, I know thee, charming maid, 
Take then theſe ſtrains: and, O! where'er reclin'd, 
By daiſied fountain, or by quiv'ring ſhade, 
Read them as ſports to cheat the hours deſign'd; 
Till to thy faithful arms again convey'd, 
I ſhare each rapture pure and joy refin'd. 


K VELINA. 


{ 
* 
2 
N ord SEES 2 - Gt 
je Te ES 2 a 3 r SD Boe Fn nd rh PE 5 
I rc ten rei pes : 2 N 
. * e e 
1 ” 10+ 1 — n= ER 3 * 


— ASSES 8 — — Se L 
3 þ F#% 4 - SEE 
TS OO _ > 2a. 4 = 

aa —— — 


VE LIN A: 


— 
2 _ 
— — — 


A POETICAL FRAGMENT. 
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SEPE MANUS DEMENS, STUDIIS IRATA MALIGNIS, 
M1SIT IN ARSUROS CARMINA NOSTRA FOCOS. | 
ATQUE EA DE MULTIS, QUONIAM NON MULTA SUPERSUNT, 
CUM VENIA FACITO, QUISQUIS ES, ISTA LEGAS. 
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PREFACE. 


The Poem here offered to the world appears in the form of 
a Fragment; and that circumſtance is not affected. It 
was in fact originally no more than an Epiſode in a work 

Proportionably large, projected in very early youth, and 
carried to a conſiderable length. The Author's attention 

Being turned to ſtudies of a different completion, bis de- 
ſign fell a ſacrifice to Prudence. Something inclined him 
to ſave the flanzas that remain. How far be was in 
the right will now be ſoon determined. Verſes which 
come forth thus nameleſs and unprotected, muſt ſtand or 
fall by their own powers, They are expoſed to the ſeve- 
reſt and the juſteſt trial. The Reader, influenced only 
by his taſte and ſenſibility, will, according to bis 22 
feelings, pronounce their doom v. 


* Preface toan Edition of this Poem publiſhed at Edinburgh, 1782. 
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Stn journeying on, at length he reach'd a dell 
High- crown'd with darkſome woods on ev'ry ſide: 9 
A glitt'ring ſtream down from the ſummit fell; 
Thence, oft meand'ring o'er the valley wide, 
Through many a grove ſlow roll'd its lucid tide ; 
And many a flow'ret deck'd the verdant ground, 
And many a rock appear'd in ſhaggy pride, 
With buſhes thick, or climbing ivy bound; 
And oft a ſound of woe he heard the cliffs reſound. 


IT. 
The monarch ſtopt, and now diſtinctly hears 
Theſe diſmal accents load the floating gale :— 
Ye guardian ſpirits! can your tender ears, 
Unpitying, hear me rave my woeful tale ? 
No ; for I hear your airy harps bewall 
In ſofteſt melancholy melody. 
Heav'ns! heav'ns! what piercing pangs my heart 
aſſail! 
To you alone for ſuccour I can fly; 


Man is my treach'rous foe, his comfort I deny. 
| K 3 III. My 


a E 
—— 
— 4 1 „ 
* 2 4 


3 
TW — 


8 
r — I * * 


„ 
4 
4 
9 
Fl 
3 
5 135 
! 
8 6 
1 


<< *. 2 
— — —— OS —— 
4 : 9 - I ec 


— . = my 


1 
ls 
4 
' 
| 
75 
0 
. 
p- 
LE 
34s 
1 
Ms 
| : 
155 
1 
* 
7 
Ae 
. 
. 
1. 
U Fig 


2 


— 4 
— — 
or 


$A 
— * r 3 


2 28 


. 
. 
— 
; 4 REA 


« - . * * + ee ane ” 
: —.— . Xo „57 2 > 4 A — 
— : oP r 2 . I _ 22 r — — = 3%. 
: — - - — : _—_ LF - — Be ag... - r Dn ' 
J DI Wea $3 ” —_ SED 22 7 + 1 — a Ty 3 " — — — 33 
S fr 8 c 23220 * — p — = „ 


a: TC. I; 2 
<> 8 2 = = '_ = —_—_— 22 
e E 


=" 0p 


150 | v ELINA. 


- 


III. 


My ſoul is darker than your deepeſt gloom, 


Ye aged woods, ſo wild, ſo dim, ſo grey. 
Beneath this mould'ring rock ſhall be my tornb ; 
And here may feet of mortal never ſtray, 

Till all my bones to duſt ſhall wear away ! 
Strike, friendly Death, to end my woe and care! 


Quick let me mount, and ſpurn the ſordid clay! 


Quick as immortals fly, to meet my fair, 


Whoſe hov'ring ſhade awaits in Tom bright fields of 


air 1 


IV. 
Advancing, ſoon the king, amaz'd, eſpied, 
Beneath the rock from whence the ſtrain did flow, 
A youth reclin'd faſt by a fountain's Gde, 
That, murm'ring, ſuited well the plaints of woe; 
But ſure his blooming aſpect did not ſo: 


No ſtreams of ſorrow had his cheek defil'd, 


No cares, in haggard wrinkles, furl'd his brow ; 
But in his face Health and Contentment ſmil'd, 


While to ſalute the king he roſe with motion mild. 


V. 
What can this diff rence mean, the monarch ſaid, 
Between thy chearful looks and dire lament, 
In which you ſeem'd to mock all eaſe or aid, 
As if thy heart with ſorrow had been rent? 


To cheer the ſoul with weight of mis'ries bent, 
And 
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And raiſe the woe- worn wight to peace and joy, 
Gives to the heart the ſolideſt content; 
And if my aid can aught thy grief deſtroy, 
Thy piteous tale unfold, and my beſt aid employ. 


VI. 

O gen'rous traveller, the youth reply d, 

May endleſs bleſſings flow upon thy head! 

By ſharp affliction may'ſt thou ne'er be try'd, 

Or may the trial paſs with quickeſt ſpeed ! 
Thanks to kind Heay'n ſupreme ! no aid I need. 
In muſic, mirth, and love, I paſs each day; 

No lawleſs force nor coward foe I dread : 

Fortune, ſtill ſmiling on, ſerene and gay, 

Bright as the ſun's warm beams on yon high mountain 


play. 


VII. 

But ſure, if right I deem, the fineſt joy 
From quick viciſſitude reſults alone. 
Continu'd rapture cannot fail to cloy, 
And dull fatiety muſt ſoon come on. 
Seeſt thou theſe nodding trees, this moſſy ſtone, 
This dimpling ſtreamlet that fo ſoftly flows, 
This rock with wand'ring ivy all o'ergrown ? 
From theſe my melancholy ſtrain aroſe ; 
The ſolemn ſcene inſpir'd imaginary woes. 


VIIL. 


The ſenſe of pleaſure is by theſe refin'd, 


And bears ſenſation purer to the heart: 
K 4 But 
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But if to hear my tale thou be'ſt inclin'd, 
A thouſand fad events I could impart, 
Where nature ſole, without the help of art, 
Has from mine eyes drawn forth the bitter tear ; 
For I have felt of real woes the ſmart, 
And languiſh'd many an hour in grief ſincere, 
When torn from all I lov'd, from all I valu'd dear. 


IX. 

Come reft thee on the turf.—Beneath yon hill, 
Boſom'd in trees, thou ſeeſt a pointed ſpire; 
It crowns a manſion fenc'd with utmoſt ſkill 
Againſt an open foe, or lurking ire; 

Which was the habitation of my ſire. 

There, after vict'ries gain'd, or battles loſt, 
To breathe in ſafety oft he would retire : 

His aame was famous over all the coaſt; 
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1 Twas ARVAN, and the ſame which I unworthy boaſt, 
. X. 

1 ' Unlike to him, alas! though like in name, 

2 By ſad adventures dire, and defp'rate deed, 

þ Battles, and dang'rous ſpoils, he ſought for fame; 

i To arts and charins of peace he gave no heed. 

0 In uſcleſs fights oft have I ſeen him bleed, g 
. 5 And long long miles ſcour o'er the winter's ſnow ; 
* At night on ſome cold ſtone recline his head, 

2H Regardleſs of the warring winds that blow, 

[4 And fleep inid ſhouts and ſcreams and groans of 
"vi dying woe. 

Lf XI, Such 
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XI. 
Such hazards were his ſport. He ſmil'd at fear. 
Fatal effects of ſtubborneſs and pride, 
And ſource of ravage inhumane and drear; 
When ruthleſs broils the deareſt friends divide, 
And no man in his brother can confide; 
But dire revenge prevails in ev'ry breaſt, 
And diſcord vile extends her empire wide: 
The great are toſt with cares, with doubts diſtreſt, 
| And, trembling, the poor ſwain each night betakes to 
eſt, 


XII. 

Have we not often ſeen ſome lofty hall 
Reel from its baſe, and feed the curling flame; 
All ſmear'd with duſt and gore, the painted wall 
And filken bow'r, that ſhelter'd many a dame; 
While their old fire, perhaps renown'd by fame, 
Lay breathleſs, butcher'd by ſome villian's hand ? 
O may ſuch deeds for aye be mark'd with ſhame ! 
Our jarring chiefs all join in friendly band, 

And peace and ſocial) Joy unite to bleſs the land! 


XIII. 
Amid yon wood it was I firſt drew air; 
And in yon wood my childiſh days I paſt, 
As other children do, unvex'd by care. 
No gloom my trifling pleaſures then o'ercaſt, 
But ev'ry day was merry as the laſt. 
Days, 
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Days, months, and years, away unheeded flew, 

And vig'rous youth ſucceeded in like haſte. 

Then firſt my heart a ſtrong emotion knew : 
From love, that governs all, the pleaſing anguiſh 
wh = grew. 


= "XIV; 
17 Yon caſtle on the mountain's beetling brow 
Was held by Fexqunas, a revengeful chief, 
For many a year my ſire's relentleſs foe : 
He oft had ſtruck his heart with bitter grief, 
Plunder'd his vaſſals like a coward thief, 
And thrice at midnight wrapt his hall in flame. 
Twas vain to vow revenge, and beg relief; 
Ferquhard was dreaded whereſoe'er he came: 
The neighbouring chiefs oft curſt, yet trembled at, his 
name. 


XV. 
He, in his tut'rage, held an orphan fair, 
The pride and wonder of our gazing ſwains. 
Oft have I heard them praiſe her gentle air, 
And carrol to her name in artleſs ſtrains. 
Her fire was lord of all the fertile plains 
That lie behind yon mountain. Snatch'd by death, 
To Ferquhard, with a father's anxious pains, 
He did in charge his daughter dear b:queath, 
And, in a father's bleſſing, utter'd his laſt breath. 


pl | Can I? ah no! I never can forget 


15 The mixt emotions of that happy hour, 
. | When 


S 
VELIN A. 155 


When firſt mine eyes this lovely charmer met, 
When firſt I felt all- conq' ring Beauty's pow'r. 
"Twas ſummer clear, and in a ſhady bow'r, 
I careſeſs loll'd the ſultry hours away, 
Faſt by a cave where tinkling riv'lets pour 
Silent my fav'rite flute beſide me lay, . 

On which, at intervals, I would ſome wild notes play. 


XVII. 

Twas thus I lay, when from the willow grove, 

Slow ſtepping, wrapt in reverie profound, 

Advanc'd the fair VELINa. Grace and love 

Shew'd in her air; her auburn treſſes, bound 

With artleſs flow'rs, in ringlets wanton'd round, 

And to the zephyr flow'd her ſky- blue train. 

But when her eyes ſhe lifted from the ground, 

Her looks oh for ſome heav'n- born poet's ſtrain! 
Her looks fool that I am? deſcription here is vain. 


XVIII. 
If e'er thy heart has felt love's ſubtle flame, 
Thou may'ſt imagine, for I cannot tell, 
| How o'er my ſoul the mingled rapture came 

Of ſweet ſenſation, which I could not quell ; 

How through my trembling veins a pow'rful ſwell 
Of life ruſh'd forth, and bore me quite away. 
Down on my knees before the nymph I fell; 

Aſk'd in what ſtar of heav'n her manſion lay, 

That in fit terms I might my adoration pay. 


XIX. Riſe, 
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Ot XIX. 
Riſe, ſimple youth, the bluſhing virgin faid, 
No goddeſs I of planet or of ſtar; _ 
A weak, poor, friendleſs, perſecuted maid, 
Whoſe hateful priſon lies not diſtant far: 
Where chiefs, whoſe ſole delight is barb'rous war, 
With diſſonance have tortur'd oft mine ear, 
Bray'd from the claſhing ſhield and rattling car: 
But ſounds before I never heard ſo clear, 


So ſoft, as thoſe which drew me wand'ring heedleſs 


here. 


XX. 

But let not me, with ſorrow- clouded brow, 

And ſad complaints, ſuſpend thy minſtrelſy. 
Lo to the woods, from whence I came but now, 
To my ſweet lonely walks, again I fly. 
There, while on ſome untrodden bank I lie, 
And, weeping, view the trees, the ſtreams, and ſkies, 
If I might hear thy warbling melody, 
Some ſoothing charm within my breaſt will riſe ; 


My tears ſhall ſweetly flow, and ſoft be heav'd my ſighs. 


"LICE 
O ſtay ! fair creature, ſtay ! I frantic cried, 
And, trembling, ſeiz'd her hand; one moment ſtay, 
Or elfe this pipe ſhall never more be tried 
By me, but in fad filence reſt for aye ; 
And fatal to my peace ſhall be this day, 
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If thus in haſte you cruelly depart. 
Give me but ſpace to make ſome faint eſſay, 


Though vain, I fear, the feelings to impart, 
W hich this important hour has rais'd within my heart. 


6 0 

Oft have I gaz'd upon the riſing ſun, 
Survey'd the noon-tide vault of æther blue; 
And when the glorious orb his courſe had run 
Down to the weſt, where ſcen'ry ever new 
Floats on, I have perus'd with careful view 
The clouds, and fancied beauties in the air: 
Oft have I wander'd through the nightly dew, 
While flow the moon rode in her cloudy chair, 


And all the eyes of heav'n look” d out with ſparkling 


glare. 


XXIII. 


Oft, too, the pow'r that ſounds harmonic have, 
My raptur'd foul has felt in pure delight: 
But neither Titan, riſing from the wave, 
Nor the full ſplendour of his noon-day height, 
Nor all the ſtreaming clouds of various light 
That round his ev'ning car in myriads throng, 
Nor muſic's charms, nor the ſweet ſcenes of night, 
E' er to my heart emotions ſent fo ſtrong, 


As thy enchanting looks, as thy ſoft plaintive tongue. 


XXIV. 


I underſtand that bluſh : trembling I ſpeak ; 
Ardent to pleaſe, and fearful to offend, 
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Oh! could my pow'r thy cruel bondage break, 
This day, VELINa, all thy woes ſhould end. 
Oh! could'ſt thou think my fortunes to attend, 
How gladly would I bear thee to my fire! 
He to thy youth ſhall be a faithful friend, 

And in his hall thou peaceful may'ſt retire, 
While I ſhall only live to pleaſe thy leaſt deſire. 


1 5 „ . 
Fond youth, ſhe ſaid, vainly thou talk'ſt of peace; 
Vain are thy ſighs, and vain thy gen'rous aid. 

In the cold grave alone my woe ſhall ceaſe; 

And there may ſoon my weary limbs be laid! 
Peace from my very cradle ſwiftly fle; 
And ev'ry tedious hour I ſince have told, 

Has only heap'd new ſorrows on my head. 

Eternal Pow'r! in whom firm truſt I hold, 

Thou can'ſt at laſt in bliſs thoſe ſeeming ills unfold. 


XXVI. 
Bright'ning at this her look, with aſpect mild, 
While my heart rent, and eyes like fountains flow'd, 
She ſpoke of ruthleſs deeds, and furies wild ; 
Of dark afflictions, paths which ſhe had trode ; 
Of many an inſult cruelly beftow'd 
By brutiſh inſolence and ſavage pride; 
And how at length, to crown the barb'rous load, 
Ferquhard had ſworn to make her ſoon the bride 
Of Gaus, an aged chief, who liv'd on Carron ſide. 


XXVII. 


\ 
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XXVII. 
To ſee that day, I truſt, I ſhall not live, | Ml 
She ſaid; yet will I never, in deſpair, _ . i F 

| 


Practiſe upon my life : Heav'n can relieve | 
When leaſt we think; and Heav'n's peculiar care = 
The friendleſs, wretched, and forſaken are. 1! 
Farewell. I've been at unawares inclin'd f | 
To give thy heart of woes a needleſs ſhare : = 
Thou art the ſecond of the human kind 5 1 
That cer ſpoke words of comfort to my troubled = 
mind. | 5 1 


XXVIII. 
Beſide the mountain, in yon woody den, 
In cavern deep, with rill that warbles near, EY 1 
Old Hermit CarRuOOR lives, the beſt of men, 80 N ih 
Who oft has ſtrove my heavy heart to chear, "16 
But oft'ner dropt the ſympathetic tear, | 
Like thee, at the fad tales which I would tell. 0 
His ghoſtly words and heav'nly lore to hear, | 
„ By Ferquhard 's leave, ] viſit oft the cell; 1 
*T'is in yon woody den. Sweet youth, again farewell, 


| XXIX. 
Thou may ſt believe the moments tedious paſt, 
Till up this loneſome den I quickly hied ; 
Where in a nook, ſhelter'd from ev'ry blaſt 
That ſweeps the face of Heav'n, the cave I ſpied; 
And the old man himſelf reclin'd beſide, 
Twining 
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Twining a wreath of water-lilies rare 
That grew luxuriant in the riv'let's tide. 
And this, ſaid he, ſhall deck VELINA's hair, 


When next to my poor cell the mourner ſhall repair, 


XXX, 
White were his head and beard as mountain- ſnow; 
His face, tho' ſtrongly mark'd with time's decays, 
Tet till preſery'd of health a feeble glow, 

That ſpoke the vigour of his better days. 
He knew not, or deſpis'd, th' affected ways 
Of havghty lordlings, and their cringing train; 

But, ſmiling, roſe, after a moment's gaze, 

To bid me welcome to his poor domain; 


And ſet me by his ſide, my errand to explain. 


XXXI. 
Amaz'd he ſeem'd, rapt in ſome wond'rous thought, 
While o'er the ſtory of my love I ran. 
He knew, by ſad experience dearly bought, 
The fatal pow'r of love; how oft it can 
Weaken ſtrong youth, and turn to deadly wan 
The blooming roſe of beauty with its ſmart ; 
Break wiſeſt ſchemes, and overthrow the plan 

Of ſober thought; and, ſeated in the heart, 

How abſolute it rules, and mocks at feeble art. 


XXXII. 
Of all theſe ills, and many more, he ſpoke 
Wich charitable purpoſe, to reſtrain 
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My youthful ardour, yet by griefs unbroke, 
And little us'd to feel the needful rein. 
But when he ſaw his counſels all were vain, 

And o'er my paſſion nothing could prevail, 

With ſudden tears his eyes began to rain; 


He ſtrain'd me in his arms; his face grew pale, 
And fluſh'd with red, by turns, while thus he 08g his 


tale. 

| XXXIII. 3 þ 

For crimes which; but to name, would freeze thy {' 
blood, 


In early youth I bade the world farewell. 
In vain by riches and ambition woo'd ; 
For theſe can bring no joy, I knew too well, 
If grief and anguiſh in the boſom dwell. 38 
. Heart-ſtruck I fled, nor caſt one look behind, 10 
And fifty years I've lodg'd in this dark cell. "14 
A ray of hope at length illumes my mind; 
I have been penitent, and Heav'n, we know, is kind. 


— 
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| XXXIV. 

Beware of vice, my ſon; her bite is deep, 
Tis cruel deep, and black her venom'd ſtain; 
When fifty years 1n ſolitude to weep 

Scarce brings the wounded, heart to peace again. 
Few are the days that now to me remain; 
Few are the gen'rous deeds I e'er have done; 
It ſhall be one to caſe thy preſent pain, 
And VEL1:to thy paſſion ſhall be won; 

For this I can command. Her father was my ſon. 


I XXXV. 
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XXXV. 
Yet is this gen'rous? No! 'tis only juſt. 
EKneel not to me, dear youth—bleſs thee—ariſe— 
Thy noble grandfire, who now ſleeps in duſt, 
Beneath that oak, unknown to all, he lies: 
*Twas this accurſed hand which clos'd his eyes, 
When it had ſlain him in this gloomy dell. 
Tis a long tale. —Deceiv'd by ſpecious lies, 
We fought: his fate was happier ; for he fell, 
While I remain'd on carth to feel the 355 of hell. 


RXXVI. 
What weary days his grave my knees have wore? 
What dreadful nights I've parlied with his ghoſt! 
He has forgiv'n me; for he comes no more, 
Frowning, on clouds with whirling flames emboſs'd, 
To fright my foul in midnight dreams when tols'd, 
Now, that I vow to make VELina thine, 
*Tis my laſt off” ring of the greateſt coſt | 
To pleaſe his ſhade: Your hands I ſoon will join; 


And then, at Heav'n's command, in peace my breath 
reſign. 


XXXVII. 


Thou haſt, my ſon, ſurvey'd her beauteous form ; 
*Tis lovely, and it holds a lovely mind; 
Serene, unrufled by the boiitrous ſtorm 
Of headſtrong paſſions ; warm, yet ſoft and kind, 
And in the female graces how refin'd l 


Of 
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Of me ſhe nothing knows, ſave that I'm old, 
| Weak, poor, and helpleſs, but withal refign'd ; 
Yet ſcorns ſhe not with me diſcourſe to hold, 
And &en her inmoſt thoughts to me ſhe will unfold. 


XXXVIII. 


This confidence hath coſt me many a tear, 
To think of all the inſults ſhe hath borne. 
Dear child! my fins are viſited, I fear, 
Upon thy head. Oh, Heav'n, let me be torn 
By fierceſt pangs, or by long anguiſh worn; 
But this poor innocent, oh, ſpare and bleſs ! 
And when I die, as I have liv'd, forlorn, 

Let all my VzL1's wiſhes meet ſucceſs; 


No guile her youth deceive, no get her age diſtrets] 


xxxXIxX. 

O Axvax, leave me now ! Yet e'er you go, 

Hear this, and mark it well: If thou would'ſt gain 
True peace of mind, ſecure from real woe, 

With vig' rous ſteps ſtill follow Virtue's train. 

No joys can with th' inconſtant long remain; 
 Madly they're ſnatch'd, and madly daſh'd away: 
Virtue alone can happineſs maintain; 

And from her paths if thou ſhalt never ſtray, 

The ſweets of earth are thine, thine is th' eternal day. 
7 8 XI. 

I left him then; but ſoon and oft return'd, 

Still when the meads were wet with morning dew, 
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Or dews of night, with heart that conſtant burn d, 
With raptures ever pure and ever new, 

To meet VELiNA at the cave I flew, 

And breath'd my tender paſſion at her feet, 

She nought of wiles or artful ſhyneſs knew, 

To urge the lover on with feign'd retreat ; 


Her ſmiles were ſmiles of love, her bluſhes chaſte and 
| ſweet. 


XLI. 


Think of the raptures Beauty can inſpire, 1 

1 ſympathy and ſoft compliance . 
Think of fair Virtue's charms, and Friendſhip” s fire, 
Heighten d by Fancy warm, and Love confeſt; 


Then think what tranſports throbb'd within my 
e, 


When firſt ſhe vow'd to be for ever mine, 

And Cathmor's voice the ſacred union bleſt. 
Nought then could I conceive which might refine 
MF Joys, ſo full, fo pure, ſo en, ſo divine. 


XLII. 


What lulliag ſcenes were thoſe ! To roam the mead, 
All ting'd with gold beneath the morning ray, 
O'er the ſweet banks, o'er the mild lawns to tread, 
With VXII, ſweeter, milder, far than mey....- 
Or when full evening came, with mantle grey, 
And in the caſt aroſe the fires of night, 

With her thro' duſky dells and groves to ſtray ; _ 
To mark her eyes, their ſoft, their trembling light, 
Pure as the maiden ſtars, as friendly and as bright. 


XLIII. 


333% os 
. | XIII. 
But from thoſe lulling ſcenes, at Honour's call, 
To ranks of death I ſoon was forc'd to fly, 
Rebellion was abroad; and over all 
Diſplay'd his banners inſolent on high. 
The factious lords, join'd with a num'rous fry 
Of meaner. villains, vaunted in the field. 
Down. with the tyrant! was their haughty cry; = | 
Strike him, or quick his ſceptre let him yield, i 


Which, giv'n by Freedom's hand, his gallant ſon ſhall x 
wield ! . 2 


XIIV. 8 [i 
To guard his prince from reaſonable harms, 14 
My ſire was never laſt. Without delay 
He call'd his faithful followers to arms, 
And to the royal camp purſu'd his way. 
The uſeleſs ſcheme there practis'd many a day, 
And uſeleſs treaties with the rebels made ; 
Till, when their numbers ſeem'd to melt away, 
We took the field, by ſudden caprice ſway'd, 
And on one doubtful fight the fate of all was laid. 


XLV. 
T was near that ſpot, where, to the lateſt age, 
The ſons of ScoriA ſhall with rapture tread; 
Where EDwaRD, madden'd by ambitious rage, 
Againſt great Bruce his hoſt enormous led. 
How vain th attempt! His troops by thouſands bled 
| 23h: al Beneath 
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Beneath the arms of men who fought for fame, 
For life, for liberty; and had no dread 
But dread of ſlav ry. Fierce as flood or flame 


They fought, and deadly rout ſtill follow'd where _ 
came. 


XLVI. 
Immortal Bxueꝝ! methinks I ſee him wave 
His bloody ſword, and call out Victory! 
Lo, thund'ring ofer the field, his Barons brave; 
1 hear them ſhout; I ſee the ſquadrons fly; 
I ſee, deep-gaſh'd a d bound, Ambition lie, 
And Freedom hov'ring round the glorious plain: 
I ſee the ſetting ſun ſmile o'er the ſky, 


The meadows hid beneath the countleſs Main, 
And Forth's | im purpled waves fow-rolling to the main! 


XLVII. 


Far diff'rent was our fate. Scarce had we Join'd 

Our battle, all confus'd, and void of thought, 
When ſudden, from the neighb'ring woods behind, 

"Their ſkulking bands in ſhoals the Rebels brought. 

Then fled our Chieſs, as if they car'd for nought 

But how to bear their daſtard lives away. 

Long by my valiant father's ſide I fought, 

Striving in vain the flying troops to ſtay, 

And hoping till to turn the fortune of the day. 


XLII. 
Terror and total ruin ſoon enſued. 
Th' inſulting foe Came on with ſhouts of ſcorn ; 
And 


—— — 


— 
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And while my ſire, enrag'd, the tumult view'd, 
He from my ſight was in a moment torn, - 
And by the headlong flight far diſtant borne. 

My horſe was ſlain, myſelf with toil grown faint ; 
| Yet homeward ſtraight I ſaw I muſt return: 

So from the field, with weary ſteps, I went, 

And o'er the ſilent hills alone my journey — | | 


_—_ ——— — 
— . 
- — — 5 
. 


XLIX. 
Night fell ; the bleak winds blew ; the low'ring fky, | 

With blaſts, ſeem'd to beweep that fatal day. } 
At times was heard the wand'ring ſea-fowl's cry; i 

And, as ſublime he held his airy way, = 
The eagle ſcream'd, impatient for his prey. 

Broad ſheets of flame flew o'er th' etherial plain ; 
And, ſhot from clouds, the meteors thick diſplay, 
Athwart the troublous gloom, their fiery train, 

Driv'n on by angry ghoſts of heroes newly ſlain. 


L. 
| Ale! Orella's e I penſive ſtole, 
That now through verdant glens ſoft-murm' ring go, 
Now with eternal thunders fiercely roll 
Among the rocks engulf d; then ſpouting throw, 
With plunge tremendous, in the chaſm below. 
Among the cliffs, where tangled buſhes frown, 
The ſhepherd hears wild ſobs and ſhrieks of woe; 
And thouſand hollow echoes yelling moan, 


At every driving blaſt that through the dell is blawn. 


L 4 II. O'er 
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LI. | 

O'er many a rugged mound I wander'd long; 
And thro' black dens o'erhung with tow'ring rocks, 
Where waves the ſounding aſh the clouds among, 
Roars in the tempeſt, and its fury mocks; | 
Thro' nameleſs vales, where feed the fleecy flocks, 
And ſleep in ſhelter of the mountain's ſide's. -- 
At length, half-ſhaded by a grove of oaks, 

A little cottage thro' the gloom I ſpied; 

There I reſolv'd to lodge, whatever might betide. 


LI, 

It was a careleſs, gentle, ſweet retreat, 

Such as i Caledon are many more; 
Vhere vices vile, and crimes that ſtain the great, 
Ne'er enter d yet che ſhepherd's humble door, 

But all is peace, like Acada of yore. 

What tho' their garb be coarſe, and coarſe their fare, 
And lon 'S the winter's ſtorms around them roar ? 
Yer nea!in, the ſcul of ev'ry joy, is there, 

Anc hearts unden by guilt, and heads unvext by care. 


LIII. 


There ent ring, all bcſmear'd with Hock: I found 
A wretched man, who ſeem'd in death to groan. 
At ſight of me, he faintly rurn'd him round; _ 
Away! he ſaid, ARvax, away! begone! 

Thy deareſt ſecrets to thy foes are known, 

And here no friend of tune may ſafe remain. 
Thy miſtreſs i in a dungeon dark is thrown : 


Cathmor 
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Cathmor is dead: thy father too is ſlain; 
By coward hands he fell, by Ferqubard and his train. 

„„ 
All thoſe fad deeds I ſaw, and fought my beſt, 

To fave thy father, and VELINA free. 
In vain. Now here I lay my bones to reſt; 
For faſt I feel my vital ſpirits flee. 

Oh! had the vengeful Heav'ns but ſuffer'd me 
To drench my falchion in the villain's heart, 
I now ſhould ſmile at death! farewell : I ſee 
Thy father's ghoſt ; he waves thee to depart. 


Heav'n ſhield thee from thy foe, and blaſt his treach'- - 
Tous art! 


* 


A 

He groan'd, and died. I thought at firſt to ſtay, 
And give his bones a charitable grave; 

But Love, with fearful voice, for bade delay, 
And urg'd me on, VELINa's life to ſave, 
Or follow to the duſt my father brave. 
Some tears I dropt upon the dead man's face, 
And pray'd his ſoul eternal reſt might have; 
Then homeward turn'd once more my eager pace, 

Devouring up in thought the 1 intervening ſpace, 


LVI. 


My native fields I reach'd, ſoon as the day 
With crimſon glow began to ſtreak the ſky. 
Beſide yon weſtern hill my journey lay, 

| Where 
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Where the dark ſtream glides ſoft and filent by, 
And grey old willows join their arms on high, 
To ſhade, with lofty arch, the ſleeping tide. 
Here as I mus'd, aroſe a ſudden cry; 

And ſoon a band of warriors I deſcried, 


With ſpears, come ſcouring ſwift adown the green 
- hill's fide, | 


LS: LVII. 
Fierce as the eagle darts from the mid ſky 

Upon her heedleſs prey, on me they flew, 

I ſaw 'twas vain to fight, and ſcorn'd to fly; 

Let, prompted by deſpair, my ſword I drew; 
When heaps on heaps themſelves on me they threw, 
And fetter'd faſt mine arms with ſhameful chain ; 
Then bore me off, ſo ſwift, I hardly knew 

Their courſe, till Ferqubard's fatal tow'rs they gain, 
And the proud chief himſelf appears with all his train. 


- LVL; -- 
Welcome, O much lov'd youth, he grinning ſaid; 
Thy loves and battles now muſt have an end. 
My vengeance is complete, my toil o'erpaid ; 
Care, doubt, and anguiſh, to the winds I ſend. 
Now hark; and, trembling, to thy doom attend: 
I could this very moment hurl thee down, 
Jo ftarve at leiſure, in my dungeon penn'd, 
here bones of chiefs, like thee, lie thick beſtrown, 
And ghoſts ar midnight yell, and glaring demons frown: 


LIX. But 
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. IX. [ 
But that were merciful. No! thou ſhalt lie — 
Shut in this hall, and wear the rattling chain, 
Till rais'd to health, and breathing vengeance high, _ q 
The warlike Gaul, my friend, return again; 
Whom faint, and beaten down, and well-nigh lain, 
I ſcarce could reſcue from thy father's ſword ; 
And now by Carron's bank he pines in pain: 
But think, when he to vigour is reſtor d, 
What diſappointed rage in tortures can afford. 


LX. ; 
Then ſhall we ſport, and mock thy bootleſs woe, 7 | 
When that falſe wanton, whom thou haſt betray'd, 
(Here lies ſhe ſafe, no more from hence to go,) 
Shall, ſtruggling, in the warrior's arms be laid, 
Screaming to Heay'n and thee in vain for aid. 
Then wilt thou rage, and be to madneſs driv'n; i 
And while our feaſt of ſolemn joy is made, = 
To grace the day, thy carcaſe ſhall be giv'n | 4 
To feed the howling dogs and hungry fowls of Heav'n. 


LXI. 


J anſwer'd not; but, frantic, threw me down 
On the cold pavement, clanking to my chain. i 

By horror overpower'd, and ſenſeleſs grown, Y 

No tear I dropt; for yet J felt no pain: | 

But ſoon as calmer thought return'd again, 

O Heav'ns! what pangs convulſive tore my heart! 


) ay. 
R 2 , 
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| 

1 Rage, irreſiſtible, there fit his reign; 

4 Deſpair came next, deriding Reaſon's art; 

ö And Anguiſh in my breaſt 185 hid his moe, 


IXII. 


V᷑LI NAI then thy mild-idea came, 
Came in my airy viſions of the night; 
I ſaw thee ſmile; I claſpt thy beauteous frame, 
And on thy boſom languiſh'd in delight. 
I wak'd. And muſt that form, fo pure and bright, 
By butch'ring villains be for ever ſtain'd? 
By hell-hounds paw'd; and loaded with deſpight? 
W hat fires can puniſh them ? In ſulphur chain'd, 
To how] ten thouſand years, their pardon Cheap 1 were 
gain d 


en LXIIL | 
One fatal morn, while thus I raving lay, 
Fierce Ferquhard's voice aroſe, I heard it roar 
Like thunder rolling in the clouds away, 
Or diitant billows breaking on the ſhore. 
Nearer it came; he rag'd, he ſtorm'd, he {wore ; 
My friend! he cried, my gallant, dauntleſs friend, 
The partner of my battles, is no more. 
Bring forth this wretch ! his life is at an end; | 
Swift to the ſhades, O Gaul, he ſhall thy ghoſt 
attend |! 


| LXIV. Ha! 
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J XIV. - 

Ha! alas, is ſhe dead? — Tis well, ſhe's dead, 

_ Falſe, treach'rous wanton Come, bring on her 
brave, : 

Her youthful wa rior; his devoted head 
Not all her ſcreams and dying groans ſhall fave. 
Pet let his hours of death no trouble have: 

The cave 1s peaceful; he may freely moan, 

Or with the bats and owls hold conference grave. 

Quick from the dungeon's mouth remove the ſtone ! 
Now thruſt him down; tis well; tis reſolutely done! 


EXV. 

Farewell, great chief. There take thine endleſs reſt, | 

And bid farewell for ever to the day. 

Pine, ſtarve, and die; or if thou deem'ſt it beſt, 

Daſh out thy fooliſh brains without delay. 
Thy lady's ghoſt will chide thy lazy ſtay ; 

For, far amid the gloom of yonder wood, 

My ſlaves have hurl'd her o'er the cliff away: i 
Lo, now ſhe tumbles down the angry flood, . 

And the white pointed rocks are marbled with her = 
blood. | 


LXVI. 
If now I ſtood in arms upon the plain, 
Said I, or where the ſhocks of battle join, 
My ſword ſhould anſwer to thine inſults vain ; 
Now ſcoff ſecure, and boaſt thy black deſign : 
Such is the uſe of cowards, I reſign 
My 


My life to Heav'n, and ſoon ſhall find my reſt; 


But thou, for countleſs years, in woe ſhalt pine, 
And ſtill with time thy tortures feel increaſt, 


T hou need'ſt not whips nor flames, for hell is in 


| thy breaſt, 


LXVII. 
Down on the miſerable rock I lay, 


Mong horrid objects that appal the ſoul. 
Far from above there came a glimm'ring ray, 
That ſhew'd the entrails of this diſmal hole; 


And deep below was heard a ceaſeleſs dole, 


Made by the ſtreams that ſweep the mountain's + 


baſe, 9 5 
And gurgle thro the caverns as they roll: 


Here loathſome reptiles creep their darkling ways, 
And there a ſkeleton its haggard limbs diſplays. 


LXVIII. 


Poor ſoul, ſaid I, that once inform'd theſe bones, 
How many a day haſt thou ſat weeping here? 


How many a night haſt thou conſum'd in groans, 


Till death reliev'd thee from this priſon drear ? 
Alas! had'ſt thou, like me, a father dear 
In fight diſaſtrous by a villain ſlain? 

Or from thine arms did ruthleſs butchers tear 
Thy lovely ſpouſe? To thee will I complain; 


To theſe thy bare-worn bones impart my pining 


pain. | 4 \ 


js 


LXIX. Yet 
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LXIX. 


Yet why? what means this unavailing grief, 

Now when I ſtand in ſight of endleſs joy? 

My tears have flow'd; they brought me no reliefs 
They break my confidence, my peace deſtroy. 
On life's dread verge, my ſpirit to annoy, 

No deeds of horror lurk within my breaſt : 

Let thoughts ſublime my moments now employ ; 

Let me ſpring up to Heav'n, a welcome gueſt, 

Sport on the cy cpu, and be in Fancy bleſt. 


LXX. 
F ancy, in ev'ry toil my faithful tay, 

Mild, ſoothing, placid pow'r, yet known to few! 
With thee, ſweet nymph, I've wander'd many a day, 
And many an ev'ning rang'd among the dew, 

Revolving glorious ſcenes for ever new, 

With thee I've gaz'd upon the dawning morn, 

And ev'ry great and ev'ry pleaſing view: 

From theſe though now I be for ever torn, 
Let leave me not at laſt of thy ſoft aid forlorn. 


LXXI. 
This night, O let me join thy airy throng; 
Whether vou dance on hoar Ohnipus high, 
Or ſkim Zurotas' verdant banks along, 
Or ſtretch'd on Latmos' ſummit ſlumb' ring lie; 
Whether around the wheeling pole you fly, 


To view the mountains of erc:nal ſnow, 
Or flutter wanton thro' the Indian ſky, 
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Free as thy flights, O may my viſions flow, 
And fancied bliſs a while deceive my weary woe! 


LXXII. 
Flies my VII xA in thy wand'rings wild? 
She who was wont to woo thee all alone; 
She who was wont with looks, tho' fad, yet mild, 
In defart haunts by vulgar eyes unknown, 
To pour to thee her melancholy moan; 
Sports ſhe with thee thro' argent fields of air, 
Now from this world of tears and ſorrow gone * P 


Or ſits ſhe on ſome cloud, with anxious care, 
Till [ ſhall quit the earth, and 111 to meet her chere! ? 


IXXIV. 


' Now footh'd, I wander d thro? the tales of old, 
Adventures rueful, marvellous, and deep; 
Of Fays that nightly dance upon the wold; 
Of lovers doom'd to wander and to weep; 
And caſtles high, where wicked wizards keep 
Their horrid ſpells. At length each roving thought 
Was laid, and down I ſunk diffoly'd in fleep; 
Yet Fancy till her airy fabrics wrought, 
And to my ſoul, entranc'd, this myſtic viſion brought: 


LXXIV. 
I thought 'twas midnight dead; yet the ſweet moon 
Appear'd ſo bright, it almoſt ſeem'd the day : 
Each little ſtar with double luſtre ſhone, 


And the north flam' d with lucid lichtnings gay: 
| While 
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While ſtretch'd upon a heathy bank I lay, 
That o'er a precipice abruptly hung, 
Around I ſaw the ſhining ſtreamlets play, 
And oft 1 thought the rock beneath me rung; 
As if ſome roaming {p'rit a heav'nly hymn had ſung. 


LXXV. 

J look'd, and ſaw below a lovely vale, 
Fenc'd all around with hills and foreſts dun, 
Save where it open'd to the weſtern gale, | 
And the laſt glances of the ſetting ſun. | 43 
Full thro! the midit a river winding run, 

Oft hid in pendant ſhades of tufted green ; 

And on its banks, in Gothic days begun, 

| Deep-moated round a maily tow'r was feen, 

With halls for armed knights, and ladies bow'rs 
between. 


| IXX\V1. 
Still the ſweet voice renew'd its ſolemn ſtrain. 
Sometimes it {inks away, with dying fall 
And awful pauſe; then riſes flow again: 
Now full and loud; now trembling, {hrill, and {mall : 
And aye, at each pathetic interval, 
Aroſe a ſoft and ſwelling ſymphony 
Of inſtrumental ſounds, ſlow-breathing all; 
Such as are heard when Heaven's fav'rites 1 
Or ring from orb to 0ib around the boundleſs ſky. 


* 
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EXXVII. 
Anon I faw the caſtle-gates diſplay d; 
And forth, with meaſur'd ſtep, a youthful band 
Came flow, in looſe and ſhining robes array'd; 
The growth of Indian mines and Perſian land. 
The draw- bridge paſt, they made a ſudden ſtand; 
And at their head advanc'd a rev'rend ſeer: 
His aged arm ſuſtain'd a ſilver wand; 

Long was his beard, his viſage hale and clear, 
And thus his accents ſmooth ſtole ſweetly on the ear. 


LXXVIII. 
« The man that has no muſic in himſelf, 
ce Nor is not mov'd with concords of ſweet ſounds,” 
(If on the earth can lurk ſo dull an elf,) 
Is fit for midnight plot and treach'rous wounds; 
Is fit, of ev'ry vice, to tread the rounds : 
For in his ſoul, dark as the womb of night, 
Black envy boils, and ranc'rous rage abounds ; 
And all the paſſions, rais'd to lawleſs height, 
Infatiate, uncontrouPd, maintain eternal fight. 


LXXIX. 


In vain to him, in ev'ry mead and grove, 
Chant forth th unnumber'd ſongſters from the ſpray: 
Unmov'd, he thro' each woodland ſcene can rove, 
Where o'er ſcoop'd rocks the wand'ring waters play, 
And roll thro' ſounding dens their wayes away. 

| In 


In vain even SELIMA her voice ſhould raiſe, 
That voice which emulates the ſeraph's lay ; 
Unfeeling, unconcern'd, he round would gaze, 


D.ull as his long-ear'd friends that on the commons 


graze. 


LXXX. 

O ye who tread with me theſe happy ſhades! 
Ye bleſt frequenters of this echoing grove! 
Harmonic friends, whoſe ſouls no care invades, 
Secur'd by mutual peace and mutual love ! 
While melting ſounds each tender feeling move, 
And touch our hearts with ſympathetic joy 
Here may we ever innocently rove, 

Shelter'd from baneful paſſion's fierce annoy, 
And no diſcordant jars our harmony deſtroy ! 


LXXXI. 
O Harmony, ſoft empreſs of my heart! 
My ſole ſupport thro' life's long weary way; 
Solac'd by thee, I mock misfortune's dart, 
And all the cares that on poor mortals prey : 
For thou canſt ſweetly lead the foul to ſtray 
From preſent ills, and range ſoft vales around; 
Or, mounting, ſoar beyond the milky way ; 
Where ſolemn notes th' angelic trumpets ſound, 
And from Heay'n's vaſt concave the mingled ſtrains 


rebound. 


M 2 LXXXII. 
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LXXXII. 
T heard no more; for then a ſudden noiſe 
Awak'd, and brought me to my cave again. 


Ah no! 'tis but the folly of my brain 


Preſenting images abſurd and vain. 

But ſoon I might perceive a trembling gleam 
Thro' cranmies of the rock, diſtinct and plain. 
Can theſe things be, ſaid I, as now they ſeem ? 
Or am I ſtill involv'd in my fantaſtic dream? 


LXXXIIII. 
A ſecret port was fixt, of iron ſtrong, 
And, ruſhing in, appear'd a num'rous throng. 


Amaz d, I ſtarted up this croud among, 


When loſt VELIxA, ſmiling, met my view, 


LXXXIV. 


Aſſur' d me this was no deluſive fight : 

In tremulous and falt'ring ſounds expreſt, 
] heard her ſpeak of wonder and delight ; 

1 ſaw her lovely eyes roll ſweet and bright, 


Good Heav'ns, ſaid I, tis my VELINA's voice! 


My doubts were ſoon diſpell'd; for in the rock 
0 Which, with a craſhing ſound, now open broke, 
Whom by their looks for Fergubard's train I knew: 
But ah! what tumults throbb'd my veins along, 


And to my eager arms quick as the lightning flew ! 


Mine eager arms that ſtrain'd her to my breaſt, 


And 


/ 
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And rapture trembling over all her frame: 
But while each raviſh'd ſenſe did thus unite, 
| Scarce could I yet believe ſhe was the ſame, 
And ſcarce my heavy tongue could yet expreſs her 
name. 


EXXXV. 


O my Veuna! what propitious pow'r 
Has from the ſhades brought thy lov'd form again? 
Did'ſt thou not die? and in that fatal hour? 
Did I not feel far worſe than deadly pain? 
But how? O Heav'ns! this myſtery explain! 
I thought myſelf, too, thrown down here to die. 
*Tis ſtrange. Perhaps my father is not ſlain. 
Nought is impoſſible. Ah, VELI, Why 
starts forth that precious tear ſo ſudden in thine eye? 


ILXXXVI. 


Yes, he is ſlain; and 'tis for him I mourn, 
She ſaid ; the warrior in the duſt lies low. 
Poor Cathmor too |—they never ſhall return! 

Never! But haſte, my ARvAN, let us go 

From this dark den of horror and of woe. 

Yet ſtop, and tell me where thou here did'it lay 

'Thyſelf to reſt, if reſt thou here could'ſt know. 

How black and difnal!—come, tis vain to ſtay; 
Shield me !—what grining bones Away, my love, 

away! 


M 3 en. 
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LXXXVII. 

Thro' many a winding way, up from this den, 
She led me on to Fergubard's hall of ſtate; 
Then, ſeated, by my ſide, ſne thus began 
To tell th' eventful ſtory of our fate. 

My Azvan knows, and why ſhould I relate, 
The miſchiefs that are paſt, the deeds of wo, 
Children of dire Revenge and deadly Hate ? 
Let them be heard no more, nor Mem'ry know, 
But in Oblivion's lake for ever lurk below. 


LXXXVIII. 
This morn, from horrid dreams that rent my ſoul, 
J wak'd, to weep the weary light away; 

As oft I've done, unable to controul 

My burſting grief, e er ſince that fatal day 
When from mine arms you fled to meet diſmay, 
Danger, and death, in the fierce fields of war. 

No cloud obſcur'd the morning's ruddy ray; 

No noiſe the muſic of the woods did mar; 

And, liſtleſs long, I gaz'd round the lone hills 


afar. 


LXXXIX. 
Sudden J heard an echoing ſhout ariſe, 
From where the weſtern thicket ſkirts the dale: 
Forth ruſh'd, confus'd, and mingling various cries, 
A band of huntſmen ſcouring o'er the vale. 
Loudly 
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Loudly their ſharp ſhrill horns mine ears aſſail; 
And tow'rd the caſtle-wall they winding drew; 
The ſlipp'ry precipice they ſlowly ſcale, 
Daſhing their ſpears around among the dew ; 


And on yon jutting cliff proud Ferquhard met my 
view. 


XC. 


Reining his ſteed, a moment there he ſtood, 
And blew his graſs-green horn, ſo loud and clear, 
That echo anſwer'd from the duſky wood, 
The rock, the ſtream, and ev'ry thicket near. 
So many doubled ſounds at once to hear, 
The foaming ſteed began to wheel around ; 
And, madden'd by reſtraint, or blind by fear, 
Full down the ſteep he gave an angry bound ; 
Then, daſh'd and torn, he fell among the craggs 


profound. 
XCI. 
Dead down the ſtream both horſe and horſeman 
rolPd. | 


Swift flew his train all to the river's ſide ; 

And, plunging in beneath the poplar old, 

Their breathleſs chief they reſcued from the tide. 

| Lo! yonder where he lies. How fall'n his 

pride ! 

His rage how vaniſh'd ! and his head how low ! 

But two hours fince, who durſt his frown 
abide ? 


My Now 
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Now hardly his own dogs their maſter know— - 
See, on his plumed helm fits perch'd the ſereaming 
crow. e 


NCI 


Around the mangled corſe os ſtood not long, 

But enter'd, ſhouting, at the caſtle-gate ; 'L 
And loud they call'd my name, and faſt did throng 
To kneel them down, and bleſs my happy ſtare. 
But when thy horrid tale they did relate, 

O Heav'ns ! the piercing pang, the deadly knell, 
That tore my heart!—Run—fy—ir 15 too late— 

I found thee. But my joy no words can tell ; 

Our ruthleſs foe 1 is dead; chou le ſt; and all 1 is well! 


XC #5 
Stranger, from that bleſs'd day I've liv'd in peace; 
Lord of the fertile valleys far around ; 
Lord of my VEL1's love, which can increaſe, 
Yea double, ev'ry pleaſure here 1s found. 
No trouble now intrudes my ſoul to wound: 
Vet ſtill I love imaginary woe; 
And oft, indulging reveries profound, 
In lonely paths I wander fad and flow, x0; 
While paar gives ſuch j Joys + as few c can know, 


XCIV. 


How oft have I on yon aerial tow'r, 

Built on the verge of the ſteep mountain's brow, 

Stood penſive, muſing at the midnight-hour ; 

Liſt'ning the rain conflicting to and fro, 

And the black river brawling far below, : 
Laſhing 
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Laſhing the rock, and tearing pines along; 
Join'd to the dreary owl's diſcordant ſong, 
And thouſand ravens hoarſe that ſcream'd the woods 
among. 


Xe. 


If then the moon a wand'ring ray had lent, 

What ſcenes of wonder Fancy quick deſcried! 
From the high cliffs the tumbling oaks uprent, 
And hurled to the vale, the mountain's pride ; 
While demons of the ſtorm in triumph ride 

On clouds of darkneſs bick'ring o'er my head: 
Spread o'er the vale, the torrent rages wide; 
Far to the north, the vivid lightnings red, 

Shot thro” the burſting heav'ns, their Ang: terrors 
n 


XCxI. 
Sated with ſcenes of grandeur and of dread, 
That Nature's bleakeſt ſavage dreſs diſplay, 
I then would flow deſcend, with ſilent tread, 
Thro' lofty halls, with many a taper gay, 
Where ring ſweet harps, and flutes expire away, 
And ſoft and ſlow is heard the nightly ſong, 
To the cloſe bow'r where lovely VEII lay, 
On ſilken couch half-lumb'ring ſtretch'd along, 
And wonder'd at my ſtay, and chid my ling'ring long. 


XCVII. 


186 VELINA. 


XCVII. 
How oft, when loek'd in VELI's circling arms, 
VII meanwhile lock' d in the arms of ſleep, 
Have I bethought me of diſaſt rous harms, 
Endur'd by hapleſs fouls, on land and deep, 
Till from mine eyes delicious tears would creep: 
And while I heard the hollow winds conteſt 
With headlong torrents guſhing from the ſteep ; 
Reflecting how ſupremely I was bleſt, 


Soft preſt the — nymph, and ſunk in balmy 
reſt, 0 


„„ 
Thus elegantly ſweet my time has paſt, 
In happineſs ſerene, without alloy: 
And while fair Virtue's ſacred reign ſhall laſt 
Within my breaſt, no trouble can annoy : 
So ſpake I to VELINA, on that day 
When to my father's hall, with founds of joy, 
And merry oars, we down yon ſtream made way, 
Thro' vales and groves that ſmil'd beneath the ev'n- 


ing ray. 


„ 
Welcome, my VEL1, to this peaceful dome. 
Here may we reſt ſecure in ſoft repoſe. 
Vot'ries of Virtue may be driv'n to roam 
By dire misfortunes, or by cruel foes ; 
But Heav'n appears propitious in the cloſe. 
Now 
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Now ſince the ſtorms that vex'd our peace are 
laid, | 

In ſweet oblivion let us drown our woes ; 

Let muſic echo from the rock and ſhade, 

And ſtrains of harmony reſound in ev'ry glade. 
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IN TWO ACTS. 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


ALPHONSO, 
HiyeoLiTo, 
-PROSPER, 
ManFRED, 
FvuLvio, 

OE MxsskxoxR. 


MarTiLpa, 
CaMiLLA, 


JuL1a. 


THE 


PRINCESS OF TAREN TO. 


r 1. 


SCENE I.—4 garden belonging to MaTiLDa's caftle: 
a proſpect of woods, rocks, and part of the caſtle. 
Mario is diſcovered fitting penſive in an arbor. 


MarTiLpa /ola. 


R An ſweet deluſion, 

To cheat corroding grief of half its prey! 

To me, who have no heart to ſhare my ſorrows, 
No friendly breaſt to lay my weary head on, 
Ev'n theſe wild woods Fancy can turn to friends, 
Bid me complain thus to the liſt' ning ſhades, 
Weep to the ſympathetic ſtreams, and ſigh 
To the reſponſive breezes.—-How now, JurIA! 


Euter 
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Enter Jul IA dancing, her hair bound with flowers. 


AIR. II. Gavot—Corelli. 


O the charming joy of dancing ! 

Now retreating, now advancing, 
This way cloſing, that way ſpreading, 
Li ght as air for ever treadin g. 


Jul. Oh, madam, this is the rareſt fellow !—ſo co- 
mical, yet ſo neat and pretty in his inventions—and 
even poetical, as one may ſay 

Mat. What fellow do you talk of? 


Jul. La, ma'am, your new ſervant Stephano; the 


lad you hired the other day. It was at my recom- 


mendation, if your ladyſhip remembers. I knew him 
by his phyſiognomy for a youth of parts.—So, as I 
was agoing to tell your ladyſhip, I was but uſt mention- 
ing to him laſt night that this was your birth-day—by 
the bye, as it wefe—for I don't love to be too familiar 
with ſtrangers—and what does he but ſtart this morn- 


ing before the ſun—go down to the village—eather all 


the pretty girls (which was ſoon done, I believe)—get 
them drelt in their holiday clothes, and crowned with 


roſes, like as I am almoſt—not quite fo elegant—tfor 
your ladyſhip muſt know I am to be their queen. And 
we have been dancing on the green and we are ready 


o 7. 
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to ſing all ancorus, a ſong he has been teaching us that 
is if it pleaſe your ladyſhip. | 

Mat. It does not pleaſe me, Julia, My years roll 
fadly on, and their return deſerves not to be markt with 
feſtive mirth. 

Jul. Yes, madam - to be ſure. But then, "why does 
your time run fadly ?—Truly, becauſe you are not 
glad. If you could but ſee how merrily we trip it 
down yonder in the meadow beneath the hawthorn, 
I'm ſure it would do your heart good. For my own 
part, I can be as merry here as ever I was in your 
palace at Naples. Come, madam, ſhall I call the 
poor fellow ?—Yes, madam—Stephano! Stephano ! 

Steph. within, Who calls? 


Enter HippoLiTo diſguiſed as a ſervant. 
Hip. Heaven bleſs you, madam, and ſend many 
years of happineſs to your fair ladyſhip ! 

Jul. O Stephano!—=run—fly—gofetchyourdancers, 
your bumkins and bumpkinets—my lady wants to hear 
your ſong. 

Mat. Julia, let not the freedom 1 allow 
Bear you too far. I think you mean me well; 
And yet you might have known my mind unfit 
To reliſh ſcenes of gaiety,— 

I take in good part, Stephano, your zeal 

To grace this day. Go, my good lad, be happy 

With thoſe whoſe hearts like thine no ſorrows burtheng 

Only, where'er you lead your feſtive train, 

Avoid my walks. [ Exit. 
N Hip. 
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Hip. Be ſure I will—depend on't, madam.—— 
 *Sbud, Mrs. July, ſhe's as melancholy as a CO 
drone, 

Jul. For all that ſhe's a good lady, Stephano. But 
the truth on't is, ſhe has a very good cauſe for melan- 
choly. You have not been four days in this caſtle, 
Stephano—Ah, if you knew what I know |!— _ 

Hip. To be ſure, Mrs. Julia, you do know many 
things, for my lady loves you mainly —but you are 
ſo plaguy cloſe— 

Jul. Ay, let me alone for that. And for what 
but my cloſeneſs is it, do you think, that my lady loves 
me ſo well? She knows that I would not reveal one of 
her ſecrets to ſave my life—no—not to the moſt inti- 
mate friend on earth. And I have found out the darkeſt 
and moſt private things that happened to her at the 
court—things that your ſecretaries of ſtate, ſir, knew 
nothing of—nor any mortal, except Lord Proſper, the 
king, and myſelf. 

Hip. Ah, Julia, Julia I'd lay my life now the 
king has been in love with thee—theſe roguy eyes of 
thine—and pretty lips— _ [ Kiſſes her. 

Jul. I'll tell you one circumſtance, Stephano—there 
is not a greater villain alive than my lady's couſin, 
Count Roger, who calls himſelf river: of Tarento. 

Flip. Ay! how ſo? © 


Jul. Why, man, becauſe 1 it is ſo. Do you think 1 
would tell you a lie ? 

Hip. No, my pretty Nin e are by far too hand- 
ſome for that— [ Kiſſes her again. 


Jul. 
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ul, You ſhall judge whether I belie him. Every 


body knows that our lady Matilda is the true and 


_ lawful princeſs of Tarento; and nobody ever doubted 
it till about two years ago, when this villain Roger 
trumpt up his claim, and, being a favourite with the 
king, had the inſolence to ſeize on moſt of her lands. 
Hip. Monſtrous !— „ 
Jul. So it was indeed. But, fearing that right 
would at laſt prevail, he reſolved to ruin her quite. 


Hip. Deteſtable !  [Kifmp: 


Jul. I'm fureT ſhall never forget it. We had gone, 
myſelf and the princeſs, and that fooliſh old man 
Proſper, the prince of Salerno, on a voyage of plea- 
ſure to Puzzuola—and, being caſt away, muſt have 
been all drowned, if it had not been for young Lord 
Hippolito, who fiſhed us out of the water, and carried 
us to his country-ſeat.— That very night ſome raſcals, 
hired by Roger, ſet Hippolito's houſe on fire. I got 
out, naked as I was born: Hippolito wrapt my lady 
in a blanket, and carried her through the flames. 
Afterwards he did the fame to Lord Proſper; who, 
between you and I, little deſerved ſuch a kindneſs at 
his hands, and thanked him but ſcurvily for it: and, 
juſt as we were ſuffering thoſe tribulations, did Roger 
make an outcry at the court againſt my lady, and 
cauſed her palace to be ſearched, where they found, in 
a cloſet, ſome papers, laid there by himſelf— which in- 
dicted her (as they call it) of keeping a private corre- 
ſpondence with the duke of Anjou, and having a de- 


fen to betray the Kingdom of Naples to the French. 
Na Hip. 
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Hip. Ohorrible--horrible--moſt horrible! Xi ing her. 
Jul. Without more ado ſhe was baniſhed from the 
court, and all her eſtates given to the wicked imp of 
Satan, Roger. Then was ſhe ſent to this old hurly- 
houſe of a caſtle, which, between ourſelves, is nothing 


better than her priſon; for ſhe dare not leave it; and 


none of her friends know that ſhe is confined here, 
except that ſame gallant prince Proſper I told you of. 
Hip. Why, Julia, I wonder how he would conſent 
to her confinement? I have heard as how he ſought 
her in marriage. | 
Jul. Yes, in the hey-day of her fortune, the old 


Sanne coxcomb did preſume, upon the ſtrength of 


ſome promiſe made by her father while ſhe was in her 
cradle, to think of gaining her; but no ſooner came 
this curſed conſpiracy about, than the daſtardly wea- 
thercock was the firſt to chide and rail at my poor 
lady; yea, and directly went a ſuitoring to Roger's 
ſiſter, Madam IRENE. —O, Stephano, there is no ruth 
in man 

Lip. But do you think, julia, our lady would not 
have married him? 


m 


Jul. Married him! for what "Fay rating her like 
a Child in his wayward moods ?—for writing ſcurvy 


longs on her, which made her laughed at by all the 
court? —for giving her a hunting hat made of his old 
| caſt feathers?—No, Stephano—l know her mind as 


well as another; Hippolito would have been the happy 


man. 
Hip. Hippolito! who was he? 
| Jul. 
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Jul. Why he that ſaved her from drowning and 
burning ; he that waſted his whole fortune in her ſer- 
vice againſt Roger; he that was beſides the hand- 
ſomeſt youth one could ſee in a ſummer's day—Hea- 


ven knows what he is now, poor gentleman ! I ſup- 


poſe he 1s dead of deſpair—or perhaps— 
Hip. Julia, Julia, ſee yon grand coach at the gate !— 


Lord—Lord—what a mortal fine lady ! 


Jul. O Stephano, news from the court! news from 


the court! *Tis lady Camilla, Hippolito's fiſter—the 


gayeſt lady bleſs my eyes, how fine ſhe is !—O happy 


day! news from the court! Stay here, Stephano, and 


receive her, while I run for my lady but ſee you do 
it handſomely, or ſhe will ſcorn us all—O happy day! 
Exit running. 


Enter CAMILLA. 
Hip. (afi de. ) My charming ſiſter ! q 


| O that I durſt diſcover myſelf! ( Bows aukward)y 5 


Good day to your lordſhip's worſhip. 
Cam. Good day to your ladyſhip's wiſdom. Pray 


what art thou, friend? Doſt belong to the princeſs? 


Hip. Ves, an't pleaſe your reverence. 
Cam. In what capacity ? | 
Hip. My capacity, lackaday, is none of the beſt. 
But Heaven gives us all things, and we muſt be 
content. 
Cam. Such a booby !—What is your buſineſs man? 
What art thou to the princeſs? 
Hip. I am her gentleman-uſher, 


N 3 Cam, 


e 
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Cam. So!—then, fir, be ſo good a8 to uſher me 
into her preſence.—A very gentleman- like figure 
truly ! 


Enter Maril DA, followed by JuL1a. 

Mat. My Camilla! 

Cam. My Matilda 

Mat. Is it poſſible! Has fate yet reſerved me ſo 

great a bleſſing as to ſee once more my Camilla, the 
ſiſter of my ſoul ! 

Cam. Yes, my dear madam, and a hundred better 


bleſſings. Your fate, I maintain, is a good honeft 
fate. But ha!—(z Julia) harkee, Mrs. Pratly, will 


| Embracing. 


you have the goodneſs to walk off a little with this 
reverend Mr. Gentleman-uſher ? 


Mat. Go, Julia, go with Stephano to his dancers. 


Jul. (Afide to Hip.) Get you behind that tree, and 


I'll flip behind the hedge; we muſt liſten for this 
ſecret. [ Exeunt Hip, and Jul. 
Mat, You bring me good news then ? 


Cam. I do. But before I utter them let me aſæ 


you a few queſtions. Do you remember my brother r 
Mat. I do. F 
Cam. How ? 
Mat. As one to whom I owe my life ; as one who 
ruined his own fortune in generous, though fruitleſs, 


attempts to ſave mine; as one whom I could with 
rapture— 


Cam. Marry! ? 
Mat. I won't deny i it. 


Cam. 


5 r 
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Cam. How, madam—and forſake that gallanteft of 
princes, that mirror of conſtancy, Proſper ? 
Mat. *Pſhaw, Camilla, how can you think I would 
beſtow a thought on him? 
Cam. Becauſe I think you once lov'd him. 

Mat. Impoſſible ! it was the filly attachment of a 
child. His preſence nor abſence never gave me one 
emotion in the leaſt akin to love. | 

Cam. Why, how do you know that ? 
Mat. (ſigbing). Perhaps your brother taught me. 
Cam. (ſighing affeftedly). Then, my dear Matilda, 
give me leave to ſalute you once more Princeſs of 
Tarento. | 
Mat. How an e means this? 
Cam. (Still affefedly). It means, my faireſt, 
That Roger is diſcover'd for a villain, 
Pent up in durance vile; and, moreover, 
Will ſoon J hope be hang'd: that Naples calls 
Her lov'd Matilda to reſume her ſtate: 
And that Prince Proſper, all in plumes bedight, 
| Is this way poſting on a gallant ſteed, 
To proffer you once more his ſuit and ſervice. 
| Mat. Nay, but, my dear madcap, be ſerious, tell 
me the truth. 

Cam. I am very ſerious, madam, and I tell 
you the abſolute truth, But, to convince you more, 
liſten to a few particulars. Upon your leaving 
Naples in diſgrace, 1 went to live with your couſin 

F Irene. 
| Mat. Was not that unkind, Camilla? 
N 3 Cam. 
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Cam. No. You was removed fo ſecretly, that 1 


could not learn to what quarter of the world : indeed, 
I was not fure but they had removed you ſecretly to 


the other world, I had then no friend on earth, except 


my brother, and he had involved himſelf in your ruin, 


when Irene generouſly offered me her protection, Be- 
lieve me, Matilda, though the ſiſter of your enemy, 


ſhe reſembles him in nothing. I accepted her friend- 
: ſhip, and the event has proved that I acted well. 


Mat. As how, pray ? 
Cam. Roger, by his dark wiles, had ſome how in- 


finuated himſelf into the affection of the young, gal- 


Int, open-hearted e 
Mat. Do you mean the king 
Cam. Certainly. 5 


Mat. You ſpeak of him very familiarly. 


Cam. ] ſpeak of him as he is— young, gallant, and 
open-hearted. Roger brought him to ſee his ſiſter, and 


there he ſaw me. He—he—I —ſay—he—ſaw—me— 
in ſhort, Matilda, he came the very next night, with 
a choice collection of fiddlers, beneath our balcony, 
and ſung to the praiſe of the lovely Camilla ſome very 


elegant verſes—Heaven knows whether they * were of 


his own making or not. 
Mat. Common gallantry ! 
Cam, You may think it ſo, my princeſs; but 


the gallantry of a young king was no common affair 
to me, 


AIR, 
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AIR. MixvugET—Vanbal. 


What viſions bleſt my ſieep that nigbt: 
What ſeenes of joy enchanting bright ! 
My ſceptre, crown, and robes, complete, 
And a young monarch at my feet, 
Oh how I curſt the haſty day 
That drove the lovely ſhade away ! 


Beſides, madam, the affair did not end ſo. In a 


few weeks I was made a counteſs, and had yon fine 


equipage that whirled me down here—who could re- 

fufe ſo charming a thing ? 4 
Mat. I hope, Camilla, you have been diſcreet. 
Cam. O, the very quinteſſence of diſcretion !—All 


this while the ſerenading went on: and Proſper, who 
had ſhifted his flame from you to Irene, as the wind of 


fortune blew, would needs accompany the king to 
ſing his amorous ditriesg, partly to fave expence, I 
ſuppoſe, as the ſame minſtrels could ſerve thera both. 


You know what his poetical talents were; they are no 
worſe for the wearing, I aſſure you.—One night, as 


they came with their ſymphoniſts, they perceived their 


poſt already occupied by two men, one of whom went 
into Irene's houſe, while the other remained under the 


balcony. The King ordered Proſper to inquire what 
buſineſs he had there. Proſper at this began to limp, 
complaining ſorely of the bruiſe he got in tilting with 


my brother before your palace, the pain of which, he 


ſaid, 
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ſaid, the night-air waked. However, taking heart, he 
advanced, and, in a bullying voice, called to the man, 
who, being no greater hero than himſelf, immediately 
took to his heels. Proſper, glad at this, inſtantly for- 


got his bruiſe, drew his ſword, and purſued him along 


the ſtreet, bawling all the way for the watch.—In the 
mean time the other perſon came out of the houſe, and, 


miſtaking the king for his companion whom he had 
left, put into his hands a packet, ſaying, here is your 


diſpatch the reſt depends on your diligence—remem- 
ber that you have in your hands the fortune of the 
duke of Anjou, your maſter and mine. Ha! cries the 


king, drawing his ſword, ungrateful villain and trai- 


tor —for it was Roger himfelf— 


Mat. O, Camilla! the vr crime his plots fixed 


unjuſtly upon me! 

Cam. The very ſame, as it ed For the 
king, after a ſhort ſcuffle, diſarmed him; and Proſper 
returning with the watch and the run-away fellow, 
they were both put in priſon, where Roger ſoon con- 
feſt all his treachery againſt you. 

Mat. Thanks to high Heaven! 

Cam. But who dn you think now ſhewed the greateſt 
Joy upon this triumph of yours? 

Mal. Yourſelf, I ſuppoſe. 

Cam. Fooliſh ſuppoſition ! No, my Lice, I felt it. 
Proſper, whoſe feathered hat is a proper emblem of his 
diſpoſition, he was the man who ſang your praiſes. —I 

aſked him to viſit his miſtreſs, poor Irene, in her at- 
tüction.—Irene, quoth he, is a ly baggage I have 
nothing 
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nothing to ſay to her! No, Matilda—the adorable Ma- 
tilda—commands the heart of the prince of Saler- 


no!— Where is ſhe, my lord? ſaid I.—At Caſtello- 
bianca, ſaid he, whither I go inſtantly, to be the firſt 
meſſenger of her good fortune.—You ſhall ride well 
then, thought I—then directly ordering my chariot— 


Juſt taking time to tell my friend Irene that ſhe might 


depend on my good offices with the king, who, at any 


rate, was too juſt not to diſtinguiſh her from her bro- 


ther—I drove—l flew—and I am here, 
Mat. Where you are moſt welcome. But is Proſ- 


per at hand, think you? 


Cam, If you doubt me, look down the valley— 
vonder he comes prancing by the wood-ſide, all co- 


vered with feathers like an Indian prince, and I'll war- 
rant you brimful of admirable compliments. O, Ma- 


tilda, will this old coxcomb wheedle you again, as he 
has often done? 


Mat. Fear me not. I am now able to form reſo- 


lutions, and keep them. Adverſity has given a firm- 
neſs to my mind, which, I need not tell you, it formerly 


wanted. 


Cam. If there be a pleaſure in paying at once the 
debts of love and gratitude, my brother cannot be 
forgotten. 


Mat. My heart will not ſuffer | it. 


AIR. 
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A I R. 


Duet. A, what joy ſoft relief to impart 
To a lover deep ſunk in deſpair, 
When cloſe ftrain'd to the love-throbbing beart 
Who can bid him forget all his care! 


Mar; But, come, let ws get imo the hall, we muſt 


not receive ſo great a perſonage without doors. | Exeuni. 


Enter HIpPOLITO and Jora, 
Jul. O happy day! didn't I tell you, Stephano—we 


heard them purely, all to a few words? But take 


heed you don't blab a ſyllable of the matter among 


your clowns and blowzes; beware of that; for, in 


ſhort, Stephano, if you cannot keep a ſecret, you are 
not fit for our ſervice. (Bell rings.) There is my 


lady's bel—I muſt run—watt here till I return, and 
I'll give you better advices. [ Exit. 


Hip. Yes—you are well qualified 61 has. 
[Walks penſively. 


Re-enter JULIA. 


* 


Jul. Stephano, go and conduct- yon gentlemen; 
but my lady orders you, if he aſks, not to tell him of 
the court lady; ſay the princeſs is alone; quick that 
way. n. 


5 2 5 SCENE 
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SCENE changes to @ Hall in the Caſtle. 


MarTiLDa, CAMILLA. 
Mat. He is a great while a-coming. What can he 


be doing about the gate ſo long. 


Cam. O adjuſting his peruke, and ſetting his plumes 
in array. There is no ſight on earth ſo ridiculous to 


me as a decayed battered beau, who thinks to pleaſe 
us by hiding his ſhrivelled face and meagre limbs 1n the 


glare of dreſs, and burleſquing tae actions of vigour 
and bloom. 

Mat. Here he comes avoid the gallery. 

Cam. Yes; but with his good leave I'll ſtand with- 


in ear-ſhot. Exit. 


Enter HippoLiTo. 
Hip. The Prince of Salerno, madam ! [ Exit. 


5 5 Enter PROSPER. 
Mat. The prince of Salerno! is it poſſible! 
My lord, I wonder much what ſtrange adventure 


| Hath brought your highneſs to this low retreat. 


Prof. Where'er thy beauty lies, there lies the Icad- 
ſtone 
That draws my heart. Where ſhould I ſeek for eaſe, 
But from thoſe radiant eyes that wrought my pain? 
Ha !—bright Matilda, doſt thou, can'ſt thou, wonder 
That Proſper viſits thoſe high-fayour'd ſhades 
T hat hold tay « charms ? 


Mat, 
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Mat. Two tedious years, my lord, 
Theſe favour'd ſhades have hid my powerful charms, 
Could'ft thou fo long languiſh in hopeleſs pain? 


Or had the loadſtone ſo long loſt its virtue? 


Prof. No; by yon marble heav'n, I would not 
. | 5 
An idle viſitant !—I've labour ' d, princeſs, 
By night, by day, with wit and proweſs labour'd, 
To gain thy liberty, and now at length _ 
The glorious deed is done, 
Mat. I then am free? 

Proſ. Thou art, and to mine arm 
Thou ow'ſt thy freedom. Fark, O hark, my fair one; 
T was on a night—a fatal night to treaſon, 

Bent on affairs of mighty conſequence, 


I and the king, diſguis'd, had walked abroad. 


In a cloſe lane, as we purſued our journey, 
We ſpied a lurking knave pent in a corner, 
Mumbling of wicked charms, conj'ring the moon. 


Alphonſo ſtarted. I, defying danger, 


My ſharp ſword drawn, ruſh'd on the deſp' rate foe; 
And, after divers dreadful paſſes made, 

Forc'd him to fly. I boaſt not ſpeed in flight, 
Yet did I courſe ſo well the light- foot rogue 

That foon I brought him to his knee. Meantime 
The king loud call'd my name, in fearful accents, 


Crying Lord Proſper ! help, O valiant Proſper !— 


Cam. [within] O ſlanderous villain ! 
Prof. Ha |!—what noiſe was that? 
Mat. Don't fear, ſweet lord, tis nobody but the 
Counteſs Camilla in the next room. 
Proj. 


THE PRINCESS OF TAREN TO. 207 


Prof. Camilla! what — why —how-—where when 
hen came ſhe here ? 


Mat. Not long ago, my lord; ſhe left Naples about 


the ſame time with yourſelf; her horſes were better 
than yours, I ſuppoſe. 


Prof. A plague take her horſes! 


Enter CAMILLA. 
AIR. Carle an the King come. 


Cam. Welcome, noble Proſper, 
Prince and pink of courteſy ; 
Fell may we ſing merrily, 
Welcome, noble Proper ! 
No mere thoul't break Irene's dreams 
With thy nightly ſqualls and ſcreams, 
But woo Matilda as beſeems 
A conſtant man like Profper, 


| You have rode well, my lord ;—rather imprudently, 


I think. Such violent exerciſe may bring on the tor- 

ment of that old bruiſe my brother gave you. 
Prof. Fair ladies, once for all let me aſſure you 

That bruiſe was never given me by Hippolito. 

I fell, 'tis true, in running at the ring; 

But 'twas my horſe's failing, not the ſtrength 

Of that vain whipſter, brought me to the ground. 

I could have toſs'd him like a {mall down feather 

Caught in the whirlwind. 
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Enter a Meſſenger. 


Me Fo Is the noble prince of Salerno in this preſence | ? 

Prof. What would it thou, tellow ? arid whence 
comeſt thou? | TD 

Mefſ. From the king, my lord, with a letter. 

Pref. Some buſineſs of the ſtate— 


Yes—yes, I thought io. 


No day can paſs without deep conſultation ; ; 

And forth I cannot ride to take my pleaſure, 

But twenty ſpur-gall'd, broken-winded poſts 

Come puffing after me. If I were ſick now 

The kingdom ſure would tumble all to ruin. 

As Atlas to the world, am I to Naples.— 

But come to the bus'neſs—( putting on ſpeclacles.) 
Come, my letter, fellow! 
Meſſ. The letter, my lord, is not to you. I was 

only torbid to deliver it unleſs your lordſhip were pre- 

ſent. Tis to the Lady Camilla. 
Cam. Ha! ha! let me ſee- [ Reads, 

My deareſt Camilla, you have incurred my diſplea- 

© ſure, by leaving the court without leave to viſit the 

* princeſs Matilda, and ſhe, by receiving you, is a 

© partaker of your crime. I hereby, therefore, com- 

mand you, upon your allegiance, to ſurrender your- 

' ſelves to my truſty and well-beloved friend Proſper, 

* prince of Salerno, to be by him conducted, without 

© loſs of time, to my hunting-houſe in the wood of 

Capua, where 1 will meet you in the evening, to ſee 

* ſentence of immediate matrimony executed upon you 


© both. 
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©both. I leave Matilda the privilege of chuſing her 
© huſband, becauſe Proſper ſays ſhe can chuſe none 
but him.“ 
Very modeſt! 
As for you, madam, no ſuch indulgence can be 
© granted you: the man whom TI, your abſolute lord, 
© think proper to aſſign you muſt be received. 
_ ALpHoNs0,* 
Wretched creature that I am!—O, valiant Proſper, 
_ theſe are not fearful accents !—1 ſee he 1s in a deadly 
rage! 


AIR. Beviamo tutti tre — Giardini. 
Cam. Mat. What tyranny is here ! 
Prof. Fair ladies never fear. 

Mat. Muſt I be carried 
Cam. Off and married. 
Proſ. Ma am, lis ſo. 
Mat. Whether I. ball incline or no: 2 
Prof. Ma am, lis ſo. | 
Cam. Then with a good grace let us go. 
All. For how charming, 
Though alarming, 
1s the monarch's mighty will, 
Which we, trembling, muſt fulfl ! 


Priſ. Well, ladies, prepare to obey the mandate. 

Mat, We ſhall loſe no time, fir, Camilla, I think 
your brother's houſe lies not far out of our way.— 
We'll make a round by the ſhore, and fetch him 
| O along 
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along with us. I ſhould like to have him at my 
wedding. | 

Prof. My princeſs, truſt me, twere ſuperfluous. 
We have no need of him; a fiery fellow, 
A boiſtrous brawler. No, by mine honour, 


1 cannot conſent to it 


Mat. We muſt have him, ſweet prince; he's a fine 
dancer.— Julia 


Enter JULIA. 
Ful. Madam ? 
Mat. Go bring Stephano, and let us have your ſong 
you ſpoke of. Ln 
Jul. Yes, madam. 23518 
Prof. What ſong? what folly now ? 


Hear me, Matilda, 


You wrong your ſtate by this vulearity, - 
Making your preſence common to the grooms 
And lacqueys that attend you. 

Cam. O, valiant Proſper, you ſpeak nobly ! 

Mat. My people love me, prince, and it pleaſes 
me to ſee them happy. The day of my deliverance 
—my birth-day—my wedding-day too—may ſurely 
admit of a ſong. Come on! 


Enter HipeoLiTo, Julia, Nymphs and Shepherds 
crowned with roſes. 
| ro ES. 
Hip. Come, come, follow, follow me 
All around the hawthorn tree; 
And 
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And ſing with me this votive air: 
From heaven 
Be given 
Ev'ry blæſſing 
Still increaſing, 
To Matilda fair. 


Chorus. From heaven, &c. 


Jul. Ve will follow, follow thee, 
All around the hawthorn tree: 
And fweetly fing thy votive air: 
From heaven, &c. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT II. 


SCENE I.—4 tent among trees. —The Kine and 


MANFRED er i it, diſguiſed as Moors, 


King. I THINK they cannot diſcover me, 
Manfred ? 


Manfred. J am certain, fir, they cannot. But 


now may I take the liberty to aſk your majeſty, what 


great deſign have you in this maſquerade ? 

King. No great deſign, my lord, but a very good 
one. Beſides the liberty it affords me of unbending 
my mind in a ſhort fiolic, I hope by it to dive to the 

O 2 bottom 
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bottom of one or two characters, with whom I am 
powerfully inclined to form ſtrict connexions. You 


muſt undoubtedly know my attachment to the coun- 


teſs Camilla? 
Man. That is known, my Rows, by all the court. 


It is alſo known that the lady deſerves che diſtinction 


your majeſty gives her. 
King. IJ am fo ſenſible of that, Minded, that if ſhe 


ſtand the trial of this evening, you muſt to-morrow 
call her your queen, Her virtues and graces will dig- 


nify my throne. But, as a lover, I wiſh to have ſome 
proofs of tender fondneſs, which her enchanting vi- 
vacity has hitherto denied me. By throwing her, 


therefore, into imaginary diſtreſs, I hope to be bleſt 
with ſome delightful confeſſions. In the character 


of a corſair, I "hall hear her invocate Alphonſo.— 
Charming ! 


Man. But how are lord Proſper and the princeſs 
of Tarento concerned in this, my liege ? 


King. Intimately. When I marry Camilla, her 
brother Hippolito muſt of courſe become an object 


of my attention, to which indeed he is entitled by his per- 


ſonal good qualities. Matilda ought certainly to love 


him ; but that lovely girl has always been a riddle to 


me. In ſpite of the ungenerous behaviour of Proſper, 


it is by no means certain whether ſhe will not after 
all prefer him to his youthful rival. I wiſh, there- 
fore, to ſhew him to her in a pitiful light. I once 
thought him a man of truth and bravery; I now be- 


live 


n 
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lieve him neither. My ſcheme, however, muſt be 
imperfect ; as Hippolito is not to be found. 
Man. That is unlucky. 

King. His favourite ſervant, Fulvio, who is now 
in our train, aſſures us, that for ſeveral months he has 
not ſeen his maſter, nor heard whither he has wan- 
dered. This houſe in the wood hard by was once 
his. I have now fitted it up for a hunting ſtation :—, 
there we are to lodge this night, and there I hope you 
will remember your cues. 

Man. Fear not, my liege. 


Enter Fulvio in a Mooriſh habit. 

Ful. They are taken they are taken—all as your 
majeſty wiſhed ! 

King. Well done, Fulvio! Tell us how i it was—did | 
they make any reſiſtance ? 5 

Ful. At the edge of a thicket we ruſhed on them, 
crying, a prize! a prize! and ſtopt the coach. The 
ladies ſcreamed ; Julia began to ſqueak, O the Moors, 
the Moors !-—-Oh, we ſhall all go to the Seragho !— 
Lord Proſper alighted, drew his ſword - pretended to 
ſtumble—and was taken. The lacqueys made but a 
faint oppoſition, except one, who fought like a devil, 
broke ſeveral heads with his whip; and, in ſpite of all 
our efforts, at laſt eſcaped us. It was a mercy he had 
no deadly weapon—elſe the matter would have been 
no jeſt we ſhould have been rarely peppered. 


King. How do they behave in their * ? 
O 3 Ful. 
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Ful. Pretty Mrs. Julia is inconſolable; the princeſk 
weeps ſilently ; the counteſs keeps a calm dignity, and 


looks about her with ſuch a penetrating face that I 


durſt not meet her eyes; the prince Iimps and moans, 
complaining ſorely of his hip. It is certain the lady 


Matilda meant to marry him ; for ſhe had ſought out 
the old hunting hat he gave her formerly, and wears 


it, I ſuppoſe, to do him the more Srace.— They 2 are 


now juſt at hand, I think. 


King. Let us then in, and get our maſks, Stay 
and receive them, F ulvio. 


¶Exeunt KiNG and MANFRED, 


Enter PRosPER and JULIA, with guards in Mooriſh 
ar es . : 


Ful. Welcome, gentleman and lady. Where are 
the reſt ? 


Guard. They follow, fir. 


Jul. O terrible—terrible \—What—what will be. 
come of us ?-—O, that I had taken honeſt Fulvio's 


offer the year before laſt 1 might now have been in 
my own houſe— taking care of my children — and 
teazing my huſband—like an honeſt woman. inſtead 


of being carried away to the land of heathen infidels— 
in the flower of my youth—Oh ; oh! to be ſhut up 
among black, frightful, unnatural wretches—O, that 


I had never ſeen this day ! 


AIR, 
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AIR. Dormia ſul margine — Millico. 


Ober billows rolling, 
Slavery controlling, 
No one condoling, 

A we muſt go! 
Weeping and wailing, 
Weary days trailing 
In uavailing 

Unpitied woe! 


Pref. Curſe on thy childiſh whining ! what art thou? 
A chit ignoble—brat of ſome baſe peaſant— 

In ſlavery born and bred. *Tis I have cauſe, 

A man of ſtate and quality, to rage 

And curſe my ſtars diſaſt'rous, that allow'd 


1 Such wayward fortune ! 


Jul. Tut, my lord, you have no reaſon to ſpeak ſuch 
furious words. You may lay aſide theſe ranting airs 
now, flavery makes us all equal. Nay—perhaps, 
not ſo—my face, I think—Who knows, my lord, 
but the Baſhaw, my lord, may take a fancy to me, 
my lord ?—Then I ſhall loll on a ſofa—all in ſilks and 
Jewels—while you, my lord, are — the hall, 
or cleaning the pots. 
Prof. Pert baggage — this to me ? 


L to kick her —is held by Fur vro, who kiſſes 
IJvIIA. ] 
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Enter MATILDA and CAMILLA. 


Jul. Ay! fee it! now I'll be hanged if that un- 
lucky hat be not the cauſe of this misfortune !—What 
could tempt your ladyſhip to put it on! Filthy, ſcurvy, 
ugly, filthy, cowl !—I never ſaw your ladyſhip wear 
it without ſome miſchief following.—Ah, madam, had 
Lord Hippolito been with us this had not happened ! 


He would have made the Moors ſkip like rats— 


Prof. He—cogging boy 
Pray what could he have done 
That was not by mine arm eſffay'd ?—I fought— 
Jul. You fought !—Now, in my Opinion, our Ste- 
phano fought ten times better. 
Prof. A coward ſlave ! Did he not run? | 
Jul. Yes, when he ſaw it was impoſſible for him to 
defend us. And you would have done the ſame had 
you been able to clear your way. 
Cam. It is vain, my friends, to ſpend our - ſpirits i in 
murmuring at our fortune, or chiding one another; let 


us rather ſtand firm and collected to make che beſt of 
our ſtate. 


Enter ManrrED. 
Man. Achmet! (70 Fulvio) make the priſoners walk 
round the back of the tent, that our n may re- 
view them ſeparately. 
Ful. ea, . Come walk on, ladies; 1;—march, 


great fir! 


Prof. 


\ 
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| Prof. (limping. ) Moſt mighty Moor, vouchſafe me 


time; 
In ſooth I'm ſorely hurt. J hope my bravery 
Will not be held a fault. 
Jul. Never fear that, fir. 
Mat. May I not be indulged a moment by myſelf, 
| fir, till your captain has review'd the reſt? 
Ful. I think you may, madam. You can't eſcape. 
The wood I affure you is well guarded. 
Mat. J will not attempt it, fir. I Exeunt. 


MarIL DA, ola. 


This puniſhment, heaven, is juſt. 

O my Hippolito! lov'd, injur'd prince 15 

Had I to thee reſign'd me in the dawn 

Of giddy youth, thy virtues like a ſhield 

Would have ſtruck off the darts of coward malice 
That wounded my fair fame. Thy manly arm, 
And heart untaught to fear, would ſtill have guarded 
My weakneſs from aſſault. While in thy boſom 
Secure and bleſt—But, O vain fooliſh dream! 
What am I now? State, fortune, freedom, loſt, 
For ever loſt |—This for my wanton pride, 

My cruel vanity, 


AIR. Dove ſet—HanDEL—T7 Rodelinda. 


Now like thee, dear youth, repining, 
Hopeleſs flav'ry I mujt bear: 
| Each 
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Each fond joy of lift refigning, 
Mis iy my ſad heart entwining, 
While a tyrant's chain I wear, 


Enter CAMILLA running. 

Cam. O, I can hardly ſpeak for joy !—This incur. 
ſion of the Moors is all a jeſt their captain is our own 
King. Tis Alphonſo, I aſſure you, my dear Matilda! 

Mat. The king! impoſſible 

Cam. Impoſſible! not at all, madam. I have heard 
of greater changes from the ſame cauſe. I'll lay my 


life he thinks to play ſome trick on me. But if I don't 


make him look like a fool- may I never—Matilda, 
for your life ſeem not to know binde juſt eaſy and 
chearful. 

Mat. 1 cannot for I doubt you. 

Cam. Wicked, ſceptical creature Do you think 
I am blind, becauſe I am in love? or do you think that 
the king of Naples would lend his ring with the antique 
emerald to an African pirate ? 

Mat. No. 25 

Cam. Then, madam, think you ſee the captain juſt 
now behind the tent coming up thus to me, and throw- 
ing his arm round my neck, with that ſame pretty ring 
on his finger. Beſides his voice and, my dear, his— 
here they come. 


Enter KIx , MANFRED, PrRogPER, JoL1a, FuLy1o, 


Guards, 
King You take a great deal of freedom, ladies. You 


are, 
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are, I think, the firſt captives that ever dared to 80 
from my preſence without leave. 

Cam. We hope the offence is pardonable, ſir. 

King. I don't knowW— Come, kiſs me What art 
thou, my fair one ?( Jo Matilda.) 

Mat. A poor opera ſinger, ſir. This is my ſtage 
dreſs. I was at Naples playing before the king, and 
came away in this lady's train. 

King. And what is this lady? 
Cam. Why a court lady to be ſure. Can't you 
perceive that by my air? 

King. Pardon me, madam. And pray who is this 
man of feathers ? 

Cam. The king's fool, r. 1 had him from his 

majeſty to divert me on the road. 

Prof. The King's fool—O moſt infernal falſhood ! 

Cam. Rogue! dare you pretend to deny it ?—Are 
you not Alphonſo's jeſter ?—Don't all the courtiers 
hugh at you ?—and is not this your doxy ? 

Jul. I his doxy, ma'am I—I ſcorn your words. I 
have refuſed many a better man—and I would not be 
doxy to the king himſelf— God bleſs him. 

King. Whom ſhall I believe? 

Cam. Very polite indeed, Mr. Captain !—But, if 
you doubt my word, the beſt way I think is to put us 
all to the proof in our ſeveral characters. 


King. You are right, Come, then, a ſong from 
the opera gurl, 
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AIX. 


Mat. 


O, I wiſh I now were dead 


To free us from this dreadful paſs ; 


Che faro—GLuck—in Orfes. 


Cruel rovers, hear my crying, 
Slav'ry hovers ver my head. 
Cruel rovers, 
Slav'ry hovers, 
Cruel ſſav ry oer my head; 


My huſband behind me, 
Ab, bow fhall he find me? 
Ab, bow find me 
He may wander all his life, 
And never ſee 
O—never ſee 
His own dear wife. 
Cruel rovers, Ge. 


There's no ſhelter, 


And that, alas ! 
Is a ſad caſe. 
Cuuel rovers, &c. 


King. Very well, my pretty one. You can at leaſt 


ſupport you character. Now a jeſt from the fool. 


Prof. (With violent action.) Earth! 
Ocean! Skies! And is it come to this! 


Is 


i 


THE PRINCESS OF TARENTO. 221 


Is this the promis'd end of all my glories ! 

O, I could tear the planets from the ſpheres, 
And blow the ſun to duſt, for very madneſs ; 

That I, to greatneſs born, inur'd to triumphs, 
Should now for ſport of boys and rabble wit, 


By a fantaſtic girl be pointed at 
As a baſe jeſter! 


All. Ha! ha! hat 


King. This is indeed a rare un Another touch, 
friend, for the love of laughter. 


Proſ. D wells there no Pity in your gentle boſoms i ? 
No bowels for a great man in diſtreſs ? 
All hard—relentleſs all !—-Oh, I could weep 


My ſpirit from mine eyes !—Here is my dagger, 
And here my naked breaſt! 


All. Ha! ha! ha! 
King. Why this is a more e exquiſite jeſt hon the 


former. Stand aſide, fellow; thou ſhalt eat, I promiſe 
thee; for I think thou wilt bring a good price, But 
how now ſhall we put the doxy to the proof ? 

Jul. (Crying. ) O Captain—noble captain—don't 
don't put me to the proof—I was never put to the 
proof in my life—never in my life, noble captain 
I ſhall ound away !—O— 

King. Well, we ſhall defer your ial till a fitter op- 
portunity.— I have reſerved you, madam, for the laſt. 
(To Camilla.) And as you pretend to be a perſon of 
ſome ſtate, I ſhall treat you accordingly. Achmet, 
remove theſe priſoners, and leave us alone. 


Jul. Yes, fir. March, good folks, march! (Exeunt.)) 
Maneni 
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Manent K1NG and CAMILLA. 


Ning. You are a court lady, madam, you ay. Then 
1 ſuppoſe you know the king? 


Cam. Better than he knows himſelf, I believe. 
King. Hum What ſort of perſon is he? 
Cam. A good ſhallow young fellow. 
King. *Sdeath—Ts he not beloved by his ſubjedts ? 
Cam. By the ladies tolerably. Indeed he takes 
great pains to gain their good word. There is not a 
man in Italy will ſqueak better under a balcony. 
King. O my heart (aſide) Really? 
Cam. Why, ſir—ha! ha!—You muſt know, ke 
was a lover of my own. 
King. Ay !—And did you love him? 
Cam. Love him !—hum—to be ſure I could have 
no objection to being a queen—but as for loving 
him—Lord, fir, I love yourſelf quite as well. 
King. Tortures ! (ofide. )—Am I fo happy? 
Cam. If you think it any happineſs fir. I'm ſure 


you are full as handſome a man ;—and I hope you 


will uſe me well. 
King. Yes, I will uſe thee—wretch—what ufage 
canſt thou look for, after confeſſing that you have 


| deceived your native prince, abuſed his kindneſs, and 


made a jeſt of his tendereſt regards? O, what would 
I give to believe that ſhe has not ſpoken truth! (Aide. 
If cloſe confinement, hard fare, and daily ſtripes, can 
avenge the wrongs of your king, thoſe ſhall be your 
portion. 

| Cam, 


ITY r e 
* * * * 1 2 6 * 4 80 


vB a P 1 ub C d 


5 
; 
SS. 
7 
7 
* 
1 
. 
N 
5 
N 


THE PRINCESS OF TARENTO, 223 


Cam. ( Selling to weep.) Miſerable that I am ! Will 
you never forgive me. 

King. Never! while my name is Hamet. 

Cam. ( Kneeling.) Though Hamet has no pity, yet 


ſure (/miling ) Alphonſo will pardon. 


King. Rapture Can it be poſlible that you knew 
me, Camilla? ¶ Unmaſting.) 
Cam. From the firſt moment, my lord. My own 


ring on your finger diſcovered you. 


King. I dream—heavens, to let her kneel fo long ! 
Riſe, my charmer, come to my arms—to my heart 
my lovely, incomparable Camilla Some minutes 
ago I would have given the half of my kingdom to have 
been ſure of this. Cunning rogue How you racked 


me with yoyr drolleries ! 


Cam. I could not have ſpared you one twitch, had 


you been my brother. Do you think, fir, that I felt no 
trouble in being taken captive by the Moors? Where 


lay the jeſt of this brave frolic, if you pleaſe? 
King. Tis no matter, my dear Camilla, Let us go 

Inſtantly to the hunting-tower and be happy. All is 

well, | [ Exeunt. 


Enter H IPPOLITO, richly dreſſed. 
Hip. Here is the place :—and now I haye no more 
to aſk of heaven but that my ſervice may be near her, 


My dreſs, I hope, will favour that deſign. 


AIR. 
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AIR. Pinkie-houſe. 
To lands unknown with her I'll go, 
Deſpiſing pain and toil ; 
Still ſtrive to ſoothe my charmer's woe, 
Her weary hours beguile. 
Rewarded well for freedom loſt 
By dear MaTiLDa's fight, 
Exil'd from which, earth cannot boaſt 
One charm to give delight. 


(While he ſings MaTiLba enters ſlowly unobſerved.) 


Mat. Hippolito— tis he — How capricious I am 
again — Shall I ſport with my happineſs any longer? 
I muſt («/ide. )—Hippolito—fly—fly, dear Hip- 
polito—the Moors are here ! 

Hip. 1 know it, madam—and come to offer myſelf 
a voluntary captive. Since I could not preſerve your 
liberty, I. will ſhare your ſlavery. 

Mat. Hippolito, are you mad. —Fly ! 

Hip. Madam, I will not fly. I fled once to day 
already, in the hope of procuring you a reſcue : that 
hope is diſappointed—and now— 

Mat. I don't underſtand you, my lord. You fled 
once to-day? And to reſcue me ?— 

Hip. Your ſervant Stephano eſcaped. 

Mat. He did, poor fellow, after fighting bravely. 
J am glad he is ſafe. 

Hip. Madam, I am the very man. You cruelly 


, denied me the — of being near you in my own 


character, 
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character, while I could have done it with propriety. 
When I became poor I would not affront you; 
as it was impoſſible for me to live from your pre- 


but, 


ſence, I took the reſolution of making myſelf literally 
your ſervant. After a long ſearch, I diſcovered your 
retreat, and was for a few days happy in receiving your 
commands. !] fled to-day, thinking to rait the peo- 
ple on my own eftate—alas! I have no eſtate—no 
people—my lands are deſolate— I have even no 
country, ſince you, Matilda, muſt leave it. I follow 
you chearfully to a foreign ſhore ; happy, if the la- 
bour of my life can eaſe your captivity, or my death 


ſave you from diſtreſs. | 
Mat. (Aſide. ) Matchleſs Hippolito ! 


A I R, Duet. 


WM. Ab! can there be ſuch force in love, 
From thy own woes to ſet thee fr ee, 


All ſelf paſſion far remove, 
And bid thee feel alone for me ? 


Hip. While woes my charmer's life ſurround, 


No joy can touch my tortur d breaſt : 


No grief my raptur'd heart can wound, 


While I behold my charmer bleſt. 


Hip. O let me live, thy peace to guard ! 
Mat. Aud I, thy paſſion to reward ! 
Both. And if this deareſt boon is giv'n, 
I off no more of bounteous heav't. 
p 


Mat, 
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Mat. Then, ſir, if you pleaſe to follow me to the 
houſe of the foreſt, we ſhall know the utmoſt of our 


miſery. | TS. 
SCENE changes ts a Room in the Hunting Tower. 
Enter CantLLa, allowed by Fulvio. 


Cam, Lord Manfred, you ſay, wants to * wick 
me in private? 

Ful. Ves, madam. 

Cam. Admit him then, and guard the paſſage. 
( Exit Fulvio. ) What can this private buſineſs be? 


Euter ae 


Man. I thank your TP for ſo readily granting 
my requeſt. 
Cam. ] grant it readily, my lord, becauſe I a 
it to be of little conſequence, 
Mar. Your ladyſhip may poſlibly be miſtaken. 
Cam. To it quickly then. On a night which the 
king intends for general happineſs, his friends ought 
not to be ſkulking in corners, | | 
Man. The king intends !—Alas, madam, have you 
not ſeen enough to-day to convince you that the king's 
intentions are not eaſily known? Do you perceive 
nothing myſterious nor artificial in his conduct? Un- 
happy Camilla! You are dupe of his artifice. Be- 
lieve me, he means you no good. 
Cam. You ſpeak ſtrangely, my lord. 
Man. 
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Man. I have good grounds for what I ſay. You 
ſtand, madam; on a precipice; and, inſtead of retreat- 
ing with wary ſteps, you _ on towards the 
verge. 

Cam. *Plhaw !—Patables ! 

Man. Plainly then—if you had not diſcovered the 
king ſo miraculouſly, he would have carried you to 

ſea, robbed you of your honour in the character of a 
 Moor—and abandoned you in the character of a villain, 

And this very night, by the moſt ſpecious pretence, he 

ſtill hopes to complete that unmanly deſign. 
Cam. Lord Manfred, I never, if poſſible, allow my- 
ſelf to be ſurprized, but always ſtrive to keep my 
powers about me. This information of yours is 
really terrible; yet the ſhock it has given me hinders 
me not from ſeeing that I may chuſe either to believe. 
you or the king. But, allowing you to be right Tie 


what intent do you alarm me now? I am alone in the . 


middle of a wild wood ſurrounded by guards—abſo-" 
lutely in the power of a vicious deſpot, as you repre- . 
ſent him. Your caution, my lord, comes too late. 

Man. No, madam—obſerve my directions, and I 

will not wy enſure your ſafety, but procure you re- 
venge. 

Cam. Proceed, my lord. 

Man. We have been exhibiting a maſque of Moors. 
Alphonſo little dreams that there is a ſtrong ſquadron 
of Moors now on the coaſt—far leſs that I hold exact 
intelligence with them. Now, madam, we are cloſe 
by the ſea; you have nothing more to do than to pro- 
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poſe a party on the water by. moonlight, which I will 


encourage. Alphonſo launches out : he has but few at- 
tendants: we carry him into the middle of the Mooriſh 
fleet. The reſt is eaſily ſeen. The Africans ſeize 
on the kingdom of Naples, and reward me with the 


government of it, which you, e at _ pleaſure 


may ſhare. 

Cam. {( After a pauſe. ) Ungrateful—defficable vil- 
lain !—fool too !—Why, ſuppoſe I owed no love nor 
duty to your maſter—do you think I could be gulled 
with ſo abſurd a propoſal ?—Suppoſe me a creature 


like yourſelf—merely governed by intereſt—does not 


the king offer me as much this night, as you do after 
an uncertain period of horrid treacheries, aſſaſſina- 
tions, battles—and heaven knows what ?—Raſcal! to- 
morrow I am queen of Naples—and the firſt act of 
my reign ſhall be to hang you on a gallows forty cubits 
bigh. 

Man. Nay—but won't your ladyſhip hear me? 
Cam. (Snatching his fword.) Avoid my preſence, 
cringing ſlaye !—or by the ue of Alphonſo you die 
inſtantly, | Exit — . 


| CantiLLa ſola. 


Cam. O, Alphonſo! if thou reigneſt ſecure till 1 
betray thee, thy kingdom ſhall laſt for ever, [ Exit. 


SCENE 
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| SCENE changes to a Galley. 


Enter Fulvio and JULIA. 


Ful. I am now a courtier, thou ſeeſt, Julia, and in 
favour with the king. WON 
Jul. J ſee it, indeed, dear fir. I always ſaid you 
were a man of parts, and would come to ſomething. | 
Ful. For which reaſon you baſely jilted me. 

Jul. Not ſo, my dear fir; you know I was ſet on 
to what I did by Lord Proſper. 

Ful. In ſhort, Julia, both you and your miſtreſs are, 
I believe, no better than you ſhould be. Heaven for- 
give me if I do you wrong—but I think fo. And 
as for being ſet on to any thing by that very ſame 
Prince Proſper—who, by this light, is the moſt ri- 
diculous inſignificant old fellow in all the circle of 
mine acquaintance— 

Jul. But ſoftly, ſweet ſir, let me tell you 

Ful. Tell not me !—Is not your lady already giving 
moſt palpable flights to my old maſter Lord Hippo- 
lito?—Ts ſhe not ſuffering Proſper to play about her 
like a puppy lap-dog? and even allowing him to talk 
of marrying her this night ?—Here comes the old 
hunks. Mrs. Julia, either get your lady to diſcharge 
that ſtalking man of timber—or—ſec my face no 
more, bal off, 


Enter PROSPER, 
Prof. Ho, you lacquey ! 
Ful. My lord? 
P 3 Prof. 
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Prof. Saw you Hippolito this way? 
Ful. He is without in the garden, I believe, my 
Lord. | 
Prof. Go, tell him that I want to ſpeak to him 
without delay. 
Ful. Yes, my lord, =Old bluſtering coxcomb! I 
wiſh he would give you another tumble. | Aide and exit. 
Prof. Julia, why ſtand you here prating with that 
idle knave ? It would become you better to be look- - 
ing out your miſtreſs's night clothes, and ſetting in 
order the chamber where ſhe and I ſleep to night. 
Jul. Ah, my lord, how happy you'll be. 
Prof. Begone——baggage ! I Exit Jul. 


Enter Hi pPOLITTO. 


Hp. You ſent for me, my lord! 
Prof. Hippolito, now let me tell you this, 
Tis fooliſh, vain, and moſt fantaſtical, 

For thee to linger in this ſcene of ſweets, 
Like Tantalus among the ſwimming apples, 
Mouthing at dainties which thou ne'er can'ſt taſte, 
Depart, poo: youth, nor wait that fatal moment 
That moment which will tear thy very ſoul, 
When thou ſhalt ſee me lead away Matilda, 
All ting'd in bluſhes Kke the roſy morning, 
To Hymen's altar. + 

Zig. I would have been gone by this time, my 
lord; but the king, my ſiſter, and even the princeſs, 
your expected bride, join in defiring me to ſtay, 
Prof. But, ſir, your ſtay to me is diſagreeable. 

Hip. 
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Hip. To thee !—Haſt thou the arrogance to ima- 
gine that I think of thee at all in my conduct? 

Prof. If that fine princely look and martial ſtride 
Could bring the fair Matilda to thine arms, 
They then, perhaps, might move my furious wrath, 
But as it is, my poor, forlorn, young gentleman, 
J value them not a button. 


Enter Fulvio. 


Ful. The king, my lords, deſires your preſence in 
the hall. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE changes to a Hall, with two Chairs of State 
ſet at the upper end. 


Enter the KiNG, CAMILLA, and MANFRED behind. 


Cam. And fo this treaſonable propoſal of Manfred 
was plotted by you too ? | 

King. Even ſo, my love; and it is impoſſible to tell 
you how happy your ſpirited behaviour made me. I 
would have all your virtues, Camilla, as well known 
as your beauty. The world muſt now admire your 
conſtancy and fortitude ; and own you deſerving of the 
crown you ſhall wear.—You forgive me? 
Cam. I can forgive any thing, my lord, that ends fo 
well. Let me adviſe you, however, to have done with 
thoſe deceptions. If you continue thus to ſet your friends 
a plotting againſt one another, it is poſſible we may 
get into the habit of it—and then who knows where it 
will end? 


4 King. 
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King. Fear not, my charmer. From this hour you 
may ſhare every thought of my heart. Here comes 
Matilda and her lovers. 


4 


Enter Mario, PROSPER, and Hieyor.1To. 


King: Be ſeated, my lords.—Stand forth Camilla, 

| and you, Matilda, princeſs .of Tarento—here I take 

| the chair, I ſent you this morning, ladics, a matri- 

monial warrant. The hour of exccution is now come, | 
| I hope you ſtand prepared. 


Al R. Hou W in : the FW cdu. 


HARRINGT ON, 


Mar. and Cam. 
O awful occaſion !—What now can we ſay, 
When we bluſh at a V es, and yet have not a Nay ? 


On thy judgment, dread Sov reign, depends our poor fate; ; 
And crying, O mercy ! Our ſentence We Wail,— 


O mercy, Ec. 


King. The judgment of a ſovereign ought always to 
be juſt. Be it known, therefore, to this preſence, that 
the Counteſs Camilla having borne a fiery trial, and 
proved herſelf worthy of the higheſt honours in my 
power to beſtow, it is my decree, that ſhe forthwith 
take her place by may fide, and be regarded as the 

partner of my throne and my heart. 
Cam. (Silting.) Reſiſtance is van ! 
King. Be it further known, that the Princeſs Ma- 
tilda having incurred my diſpleaſure, I condemn her 
eh inſtantly 
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inſtantly to be chained for life in the fetters of wed- 
lock ; allowing her, however, the grace of chuſing her 
jailor, which ſhe is, therefore, required to do. 

Cam. Theſe examples, in my opinion, ought to be 
more public. Let our attendants be called. Thou 
traitor, Mantred, g g⁰ fetch what train thou can'ſt. 

N Exit Manfred. 

Mat. Heigho—! have but little choice. This is a 


poor aſſortment. Pray give yourſelves the trouble to 
ſtand, my lords; let me ſee you fairly. 


Euer Manes, Fur yto, ate and 2%, or Ane 
Officers. 


| e. Walk about, my lords; ſhew the lady your 
ſhapes. 
a 
Ful. Ay, if your lady chuſes as ſhe ought—other- 
wiſe you may think it a very fooliſh buſineſs. 
Mat. You walk firm, Lord Proſper, conſidering 
the hurt you received fighting with the Moors. 
Prof. Tuſh, nothing !—By my ſword I could have 
-” ought - 2, 
For endleſs ages in ſo fair a cauſe ! 
There was a fellow there, one Stephano z 
That raſcal was the cauſe of our defeat ; 
For as I bore my rapier thus—and pulſh'd, 
He, in his daſtard hurry to eſcape, 
Tript up my foot: I fell; and all was loſt. 
Hip. You DAVE. a happy talent for deſcription, my 
lord. 
an 
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Com. Ay, for his powers of invention, he might 
have been a poet. Matilda, you heſitate long. 


Mat. O, madam ! conſider the importance of the 


AIR. 
On this deciſive moment hang 
Many @ joy and many à pang, 
That flowly vibrate in the doubtful ſcale. 
Hippolito, ſee, looks aghaſt, . 
Tryemöling for the fatal caſt, 
And Profper's daunilę eſs face is ting d with pale. 


Well, 1 muſt come to the point deſperately.—T 
would fain imitate your majeſty in the juſtice of my 
choice. Here 1s a lord (Shewing Fe ) who knows 
I owe him much— 

Prof. Yes—I thought ſo—poor fellow, you may 
walk off. (To Hippolito.) 

Mat. Many wonderful admonitions, and i innumera- 
ble fine ſpeeches, which I am utterly unable to return— 

Prof. Tuſh—Mind them not, my princeſs— 

How yellow, fir, you look ! (To Hippolito.) Won't 
you walk yet? 

Mat. Beſides, this noble—this renowned hat 

Preſ. Madam, to-morrow you ſhall have another, 
Of equal elegance. Come, to the point. 

Mat. My lord, I will endeavour to be juſt. 

Here is your famous hat, tis all I owe you. 
(Giving it to him.) 
—— To 
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To you, Hippolito, no words can tell | 
My infinite debts, If yet you hold me dear, 
Allow me to preſent you to the king, 
Prince of Tarento. 
(Taking his hand and leading bim to the king. » 
Ful. Bravo! Bravo !—But 'tis no more than her 
duty, as I am a gentleman. Pretty Julia, you and I 
muſt come together I ſee.— Look how the great man 
bites his thumbs. , 
Jul. I'll ſpeak to him. — How yellow, ſir, you 
look ! (To Proſper.) That's a ſpecial hat. I with 
your lordſhi p would give it me. 
(Snatches, and puts it on. mn.) 


The Kino, CA, Wind and Hir POLIro 
advance. 


Prof. (Strutting.) You think that I am diſap- 

pointed now, 

And triumph in my dudgeon 2—Moſt weak ignorance! 

No, by mine honour, tis juſt what I look'd for! 

Ha, ha, poor wench | (To Matilda) thou didſt believe 
I lov'd thee 

All this good day? By beauty's pow'r reſiſtleſs, 

I care not one poor button for thee No! 

Irene !—thou—'tis thou that ruleſt my heart 

All others I deſpiſe. With thee alone 

I can 5g bleſt ;—and bleſt I am, 


Mat (Ha! ha! ha! 
1 | King. 
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King. We are glad, my lord, to hear you declare 
your happineſs. Our own we feel, though we are not 
able fo properly to expreſs it. Fr 
Hip. Mine is as far beyond language, as it was be- 
| yond my hope.—My Matilda !—Can I call thee mine 
indeed ? 
Mat. For ever, my Hippolito ! (Embracing. ) 
Prof. How fulſome !—come—have none of you 
a ſong ? | 
T would fain ſing, to ſhew you that no ene 
Sits heavy on my heart. 
Cam. O valiant Proſper! you ſpeak nobly * £ 


AIR. Quintet. 
Circled thus with love and pleaſures, 
Loud we'll fell the feſtive lay; 
In feet ſports and airy meaſures, 
Soon beguile the pariſh day. 
But to the moon and midnight breezes, 
Mirth muſt reſt in ſlumbers light, 
While her throne ſoft rapture ſeizes, 
Empreſs of the charming night. 
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DRAMATIS PERSON. 
Alrhoxso, King of BOHEMIA, 
Count DE ZEORI, 
HERMAN, 
ALEX1s, — 


SPIRIDOF, 


 DRvyBONE. 


WOMEN. 
MarTiLDa, Counteſs DE SyYLvA, 


JuL1ana, 


DorL DuMPLING, as Triboulet the Minſtrel, 


- Attendants, Soldiers, Archers, &c. 


Sckxx, the Foreſts of Bohemia. 
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ACT I. 


SCENE, à caſtle ſurrounded with woods. A martial 
ſymphony is played, while a band of archers advance 
from the drawbridge, and arrange een on the 
front of the ſtage. 


CHORUS. 


HxRk with keen arrows our feeedom defending, 
Proudly as lords of the foreſt we roam; 
Pleaſure with danger and hardiment blending, 
_ Daring in enterprize, jovial at home. 
Plunder acquiring, © 
 Triumpb inſpiring, 
Soon we forget all the travail and tail! 
Boaſting more glorious, 
No monarch victorious, 
Can male from the fields of his battles retiring, 


Thy N unnumber d have fall'n in the broil. 
Enter 
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Enter Dr ZEGRI. | 

De Zeg. To your poſts, my brave friends. The 
king of Bohemia comes this day to the foreſt ; and, 
if he leave it with life, our bows muſt be feeble, and 
our ſabres blunt. Vet an open attack is not my pur- 
poſe. You know each den, copſe, and cavern—diſ- 
perſe—lurk—and obſerve his force. Koſinſki, lead 
your party weſtward—Switzer and Polnitz, you to 
the ſouth and eaſt. Draw off.— The king is diſtin- 


guiſhed by three white feathers in his hat—Uſe no 


violence till I am informed only mark his rout. 


: [Exeunt archers. 
Spiridof \—The old man muſt be an aſſociate. He 


| knows not what fear is—and his honor is inviolable— | 


Spiridof ! ; 


Enter Sri 


Why, ancient, you are flug ggiſh to-day. 


2 I have ſlept ill, my lord. Our buſineſs laſt 


' 22 


De = Was a trille to what muſt be done to-day. 


My conſpiracy at court is diſcovered. 


Spi. Did I not tell you that would happen? 

De Zeg. You know my pretenſions to the crown. 

Si. 1 Know no pretenſions that can i con- 
ſpiracy. 

De Leg. To-day Alphonſo comes to the foreſt, 
under pretence of viſiting his couſin the Counteſs de 
Sylva, and grees pr parka are making for his enter- 

tainment; 5 
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tainment; but his real deſign is to ſurprize me. Does 
not this duplicity juſtify mine ? I will have him _ 
laid ; and—why do you turn away ? 

Spi. Before I give my opinion of this project, tell 


me what you have done with the FT girl we brought 
in laſt night. 


De Zeg. And what have you done ſo dreadful ? 
Spi. Did I not, in the firſt cruſade, kill three Ba- 


ſhaws in one day? Did I not cleave the Soldan of Sa- 
maria's ſkull ? Did I not, at Aleppo, give four Corfairs 


for food to the fiſhes ? Did I not, beneath the walls of 
Damaſcus, carry off the * Abdallah's head on 
my ſpear? 

De Zeg. Secured her beyond the reach of reſcue. 
That i is another maſter-ſtroke. Alphonſo loves her ; 
and having her ſecure, I may, at the worſt, make fa- 
vourable terms. 5 | 

Spi. (afide.) Politic enough—but—mean—damn'd 
mean! Would I had had no hand in it!—I cannot 
quiet my conſcience, 


= Pulling a bottle from his pocket and drinking.) 


De Zeg. Ancient! why you tipple. 

Spi. Lookee, my lord, I am now on the verge of 
threeſcore; I have wet my ſword in thirty battles ; 
and, till laſt night, 1 never did an action of 1 1 
repented. 

De Zeg. 0 yes I have often heard you ſay ſo. 

Spi. Ay—and I never ſaid a lie in my life. 

De Zeg. But what is this to the preſent purpoſe? 


Si. Very true. Come then, releaſe the pretty girl 
her father, my old friend, will be in deſpair. 
De Zeg. Releaſe her! you jeſt ? 


Q Si. 
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Spi. By St. Ann! I do not. If you won't, I will. 
De Zeg. You !—dreaming, driveling, drunken do- 
tard—do your worſt. I meant to have given you a 
ſhare in my trumph—but now I diſcard you—l de- 
ſpiſe you. Nay, more, to your confuſion J tell you, 
that Juliana is lodged in a dungeon of the Caſtle, at- 
tended by guards that defy all human force. The 
very attempt to reſcue her, would be certain death to 
the fool who ſhould make it. Enit. 
Spi. (/olus.) Yet I will be that fool. Death! 
Does he think I will be deterred from a good deed by 
death grinning in my way? Vah!—My bottle is 
empty.— I muſt repleniſn Carlo! bring me a bowl 
of wine. —He has put the poor wench in a dungeon 
too— damn all dungeons !—And her guards defy all 
human force—Why, what can they be? Ghoſts ! 
Goblins !—I care not. Were ſhe ſurrounded by a 
legion of devils, and Balaam—Belzebub I mean, at 
their head would do my beſt to relieve her. ¶ Enter 
ſervant with wine.) Ay—here's the true comforter 
of an old and honeſt heart. 
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What melancholy woe forboding, 
What ſullen grief or care corroding, 
Dare invade the ſocial ſoul, _ 

In preſence of the flowing bowl ? 

Kind Nature gave this happy charm, 
The ccd and weary heart to warm; 
And bade fweet mirth and pleaſure roll 
For ever round the flowing bowl, 


On 
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On pills and drops and ſlops relying, 
Some fools, by gloomy fancies dying, 
Away their wretched ſpirits bowl, 
 Unworthy of the flowing bowl. 
Such cordials cold I ne er will Ity ; 
Both Dev'ls and Doctors I defy, 
While all my ſorrows to control, 


1 graſp the gen 'rous flowing bowl. | [ Exit. 
SC ENE, 4 ſaloon. 


Enter MaTiLpa reading a letter. 


e Fatigued with the toils of ſtate, I come to FO 

* a fortnight with my lively couſin. In her charm- 

c ing vivacity I hope to loſe that melancholy to which 
« T have for ſome time been a prey.—ALPHONs0.” — 

His lively couſin !—and my charming vivacity !— 

How much the man 1s miſtaken ? For melancholy, I 

can match him, were he as dull as a draught-ox. At 
this moment I know not what to do with myſelf. 
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AIR. Rondeau. 
Reſtleſs boſom, will thou never 
Never more regain thy peace ? 
Shall this conflict laſt for ever? 
Muſt this torment never ceaſe ? 


Hence, thou fatal lovely ſhade, 
Hov' ring in my fight all day! 
Tho' in matchleſs charms array d, 
[ cand. dare not bid thee ſtay. 


. Reſtleſs, 8c. 


3 22 2 Hence, 
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Hence, ye dear diſtracting dreams, 
Haunting nightly my wild brain ! 
Pa geant pleaſures, bliſsful gleams, 
That but _ my real pain. 
Reſtleſs, &c. 


But how to conceal my altered humour from him— 
let me ſee—[T'll diſſipate him with a hurry of amuſe- 


ments. I wiſh I had ſome inventive genius to con- 


trive them. I muſt ſend for Alexis too, and caution 


him about his ſonnets. 


Enter SERVANT. 


Ser. Your foreſters, madam, have ſcized as a ſpy 
an Engliſh traveller. 


Mat. An Engliſhman ! Conduct him reſpeb ly 


and if my people have diſhonored him with bonds, let 


him inſtantly, be releaſed. A native of that happy iſland, 
where Liberty reigns, ſhall never here, for a moments 
be treated as a ſlave. 


Ser. They had no occaſion for bonds, madam, he 
1s not ſuch a formidable man. 

Mat. What ſort of perſon then is he? A young man? 

Ser. No, my Lady—a very oddiſh figure. The 
butler thinks him a conjurer. He was drawing ſtrange 


| hooks and lines in this book when they ſeized him. 


Mat. Give it me—W hat !--Why this is a man of 


conſequence. Bring him inſtantly hither. ¶ Exit Servant. 


« Materials for the authentic travels of Dr. Didymus | 

e Drybone, body phyſician and poet laureat to the 

« «« moſt valiant hero 1 « Cœur de Lion,” Nothing 
could 
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could be more fortunate. This Doctor of phyſic and 5 


poetry ſhall be my maſter of ceremonies. 


Enter DRYBONRE guarded. 


Dry. 1 my manuſcript! Give me my 
precious manuſcript. 

Mat. Your manuſcript is ſafe. Releaſe the gentle- 
man, and retire. (Exeunt Servants.) You are from 
England? 


Dry. Yes, and from F rance and lay Egypt and 
Aſſyria Bagdad and Babylon — ] eruſalem and Je- 


rico—I am little better, if it pleaſe your mightineſs, 
than a ſort of a wandering Jew. 

Mat. Your reception, no doubt, has been generally 
favourable, from your reſpectable character and en- 
gaging appearance. 

Dry. My engaging appearance —Smit, by Apol- 
lo!—O, I'm not a jolly fellow, to be ſure ( aſide.) 
O yes, Lady fair, I have been moſt flatteringly re- 
ceived in general, and by the ladies in particular, in 
courts and cottages, in halls and hamlets—I come to 
them always doubly armed—a love-ſong in one hand, 
and a beautifying lotion in the other. 

Mat. As for lotions, Doctor, I want no other than 
the clear ſtream. 

Dry. O then you are for a love-ſong—Y ou ſhall have 
it, amoroſo, amoroſo. 


AIR I. 


From fair Arabia Felix, 
I brought ſome funnical relics, 
a | of 
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Of maidens true, 
And their honey-dew, 

Far feeeter than ever the bee licks. 
Wherever I was 
I gain d the applauſe 

Of lovelieſt ladies — tis true Ma am; 
I tumbled their paws, 
And mumbled their jaws, 

As now I could do to you Ma'am. 


1 ta Dehli where the Mogul is, 
i 5 Batter d at Love's portcullis, 
3 . Admitied to dine 

1 In Haram divine, 


ip Where never a tabby nor trull is. 

4 Wherever I was, &c. 
fo At Tſpahan, where the Sophi 

15 Sits gravely ſipping his coffee, 

* From miſſes ſo yellow, 

1. | And matrons fo mellow, 

Fi I march'd with many a trophy. 

5 Wherever I was, &c. 
10 15 F you'll, like them, be kind, Ma am, 

4 This bleſſed body you'll find, Ma am, 

1 As feet, I fwear, 

4 As a Bergamot pear, 

5 With neither huſk nor rind, Ma' am! 


* 


Wherever I was, &c. 


Mat. A whimſical fellow! We muſt be better 
acquainted, Doctor, before I imitate the manners of 
8 the 
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the Eaſt. At preſent, I mean to give an entertain- 
ment to my couſin, the king. Will you, who have 
ſeen ſo many courts, manage it? 

Dry. What! a royal feaſt! and I to be the ma- 
nager! O Petronius, what an adventure. 


Mat. There are ſingers and dancers in abundance. 


Exhauſt your fancy in elegant ſplendor, and make your 
own terms of reward. 


Dry. Virtue, Madam, Virtue is its own reward. 1 


will prepare ſuch a feaſt as no Caliph ever enjoyed in 


the palace of Bagdad. Mahomet from his paradiſe 


ſhall behold me with envy.— This is the pleaſanteſt of 
all my adventures, except the death of my wife. 

Mat. How ! the death of your wife pleaſant ! 

Dry. Extremely. I brought her from Windſor 
Caſtle the prettieſt flower in all the foreſt. But ſhe 
became wicked in the Holy Land—was carried off by 


the Saracens (which I interpret © ran away with 


them”) - and returned much improved in the practice 
of ſcolding. About a month ago—ha ! ha ;—ſhe Was 
drowned in the river Jordan. 


Mat. Poor creature Well, to your preparations. 


Here is a youth who may aſſiſt you—Triboulet !— 
He has been in Paleſtine as a minſtrel—Triboulet !— 


Enter DoLL. 


—Obey this Gentleman in every thing as you would 
myſelf. | Exit. 

Dry. O bleſſed day! I won't loſe a moment 
What ho! Triboulet! Approach don't be afraid 
Our dignity ſhall be ſoftened by affability. Come 
hither, my dear lad, my pretty youth (turning away 
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quick, and altering his voice )—Boo-boo, I fay, keep 


yeur diſtance, you impudent dog Would you bite 


my noſe off ? 

Doll. J hope you are not offended, Sir, 

Dry. Yes, I am. Can a new-made oreat man 
endure familiarity ?—Bring me a robe and a maſk. 

Doll. Wnat is your name, Sir? 

Dry. Inquiſitive puppy !—my name is—is Solo- 
mon —Soloman Ben Roſki Ben Roſin Ben Rabbit- 
ſkin won't that ſatisfy you? 

Dall. But can't I fee your face, Sir? 

Dry. Fellow, if I do turn upon you, the face of 
a lion would not ſtartle you more. Obey my com- 
mands, and view my hinder parts reſpectfully— 

| : [ Exit Doll. 
By FR and Eurydice, my own wife! How the 
devil could ſhe *ſcape drowning ?—Bur ſhe ſhan't diſ- 


cover me till this feaſt be over, and then I'll go cun- 


ningly to work with her. (Re-enter Doll with a robe 


and maſk; he ſnatches the maſſe, and puts it on, while 


ſhe faſtens the robe.) Well, now will I try your capacity 
by two learned queſtions, Pray, what 1s the moſt 


powerful whet for invention ? 


Doll. Hunger, 


Dry. Very well—very well indeed—But obſerve 
the ſecond, for it is of a more abſtracted and phi- 


_ lJoſophical nature— Pray which is the neareſt way to 


the pantry ? 


Doll. Through the lobby, and down the a 
Dry. Attend me there, by the time you think my 


invention may be blunted, 5 [ Exit, 
| Doll. 
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Doll. (ſola.) So he would pretend to conceal himſelf, 

and not own me. I'm glad on't, I'll roaſt him for 

the amuſement of the Counteſs, and then force him 

to a reconcilement. For I begin to be tired of ram- 

bling, and think Old England, after all, the land of 
delight, ne, e 


AIR IV. 


In doublet or in petticoat, 
Pre danc'd ver hills and dales remote, 
And merry frolicks many got, 

I England never ſeen O: 

Yet, ſpite of all outlandiſh plays, 
Rubie's flaſh and diamond”s blaze, 

J a&er forget my dancing days 

In Windſor groves ſo green O. 


In Saladin's ſeraglio, 
T liked to rant and rally O; 
But ſoon I made a ſally O, 
Beadizen'd like a queen O; 
Thinking on my native plain, 
And ſimple gown of ruſſet grain, 
O how I wiſh'd to dance again 
u Windſor groves ſo green O! 


But wedded to this learned man, 
I' make the moſt of him I can; 
And laying down a ſober plan, 

Ac ſelf.ſo grave demean O; 
Net 
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Zet ſometimes out a nights I'll flip, 
By moonſhine thro the ſhades to ſkip, 
And to the tabor take a trip, 
In Windſor groves ſo green O. [Exit. 


SCENE=—@ dungeon. JULIANA ſeated and bound to a 
chair. An armed figure fits behind her with a drawn 
ford; and a little further on one fide another, with 
& truncheon, beſt de a burning lamp. An old woman 
attending. 


Old Wo. Take comfort, child; for here you muſt 
either live or die, or conſent to marry the Count De 
Zegri. And truly a good offer; I wiſh J were in 
your place. 


Jul. I wiſh you were. 


A 4% np 
By love betray'd, by anguiſh torn, 
This boſom muſt for ever mourn ; 
Its ruin'd ſlate in vain deplore, 
Till in the grave it feel uo more. 


Old Wo. Sighing, 
_ Crying, 
Dying, 
I could never bear; 
Let vile man 
Do what he can, 

T fhan't like thee deſpair, 
Wailing, weeping, 
Lonely creeping, 

7405 
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I diſdain ; 
Friſk about, 
And ſoon find out 
Another fwain. 


Jul. Deſpair that heart cannot obey, 
Where Hope ne er ſhed a chearing ray. 
In ſilence I my pain endure, 
Nor vainly dare to wiſh a cure. 


[ Noiſe of heavy blows without. 


Jul. Ha! what noiſe is that? Is there any thing 
yet more dreadful to heighten the horrors of this 
place? 

Old Wo. I know of nothing—O Lord—if it ſhould 
be the ghoſts of ſome of thoſe who have died here— 


whoſe bones he in the vault below—O, it is—it is 


I hear their teeth chattering, and their dry ſhanks 


rattling up flairs—Heaven defend us !—We ſhall be 


eaten up by Otomies. 

( Door burſts open, and Sp1RIDOF enters with a ranch, 
The door claps behind him, and his torch is extinguiſhed— 
the women ſcream.) 


Spi. What a curſed blaſt comes from this hole! 


Ha ! have I found you? But in what company—Your 
ſervant gentlemen. (He advances a flep, and the hgures 
riſe. The women ſcream.) 

Old Wo. Stop, raſh man; retire or your life is for- 
feited, 
Si. 
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Spi. Life! Do you think I fear for that? (He ad. 
wances another ſtep, and the figures lift their arms prepared 
ta firike, The women ſcream again.) HO 

Jul. For Heaven's ſake, fir, ſtop, and retire. If 
you advance another ſtep, my head is off, and yourſelf 
left to periſh in utter darkneſs. 

Spi. (Steps back, and the figures fit down. 5 What 

damn'd witchcraft is this? Docs he deal with the 
devil? 
O We. No ſuch matter, Sir; tis machinery under 
the floor. At the third ſtep from where you ſtand, 
the lamp will be ſtruck out, and the young lady ſlain. 
Spi. And you and I, miſtreſs, left th wory one 
another in the dark ? os 1 
Old Mo. Not at all. I know a way to eſcape on 
this ſide. 

Spi. (Mufing.) What ſhall I do now —1s there 
no trick let me conſult the Oracle. 

( Pulling out his bottle, and taking a draught. 

Old Wo. What have you got there, fir ?—Something 
comfortable, I warrant. 

Sni. Comfor.able—What, Mother Periwinkle, my 
honeſt Belgian, is it thee? Here's to thee. (Drinks. 

Old Wo. Could you not let a body have a ſip, fir? 

Spi. Sip! How the devil can I hand it to you? 
Theſe damned iron fellows— 

O We. You may advance two ſteps with fafety, and 
then hang the bottle on the point of your ſpear, and 
reach it over. You ſhall have it returned, upon my 


honor — when i i is — (46 K de. 
Spi. 
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Spi. Ha! ſay you ſo !-—O give me always a wo- 
man for inyention—hum—Tl have it—I have it—Mo- 
ther Periwinkle your health now for it. (He reaches 
over the bottle, the figures moving as before.) My poor 
girl, I'm ſorry for it, but I fee I can do you no good, 
fo I may as well retreat. T'lIl tell your father I faw 
you well, in the protection of a diſcreet, ſober, and 
beautiful gentlewoman—Miftreſs Periwinkle, my pretty 
| ſweet young creature, do light my torch—T'll ſuck It 
on the point of my ſpear. 

Old Mo. Any thing in my power, a civil gentleman 
may command. (She lights and returns it.) 
pi. So, light is ſecured; and now I'll try a trick, 


my old girl. (He firikes with his ſpear the ſword from 


the hand of the figure next him, then advances, while the 


lamp is extinguiſhed, and the figures fink.) Huzza !— 
Victory! triumph !—Harkee, you abominable Beldam, 
you filthy Dutch kilderkin—come hither and untie 


the young eir, and then I'll tie you in her place! 


( Looſing Juliana.) 
Od Wa. O mercy ! mercy ! noble Captain 


Spi. Well - conduct us the neareſt way to day- light, 


or, by St. Maudlin, here you ſhall be left a feaſt for 
the rats! 


AIR VI. Talio. 


Jul. Now to ſun-ſhine faſt we fly, 
And view again the chearful ſky. 

Spi. Here this old hag I will tie; | 
To dic—with darkne's and devils 40 die. 


2 Od 
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Old Wo. O no! 
How to go, 
PII fhew. 
Jul. Spi. Merrily, merrily, ſhall we dance now, 
Under the oak on the green hills brow. 
[ Exeunt. 


 SCENE=—4 Romaitic Garden. 
Enter HERMAN and ALEXIS. 


Her. Go, aſpiring boy ! What ſhould make thee 
fancy thyſelf more nobly born than the other ſhep- 
| herds who range the foreſt, or think me a being ſu- 
perior to my brother peaſants. 

Alex. Becauſe I ſee it, my father—1 feel it. Wlu- 
ther do you go now ? + 

Her. To viſit the Counteſs, and bring home your 
ſiſter who went to viſit her laſt night, | 

Alex. Do any of your brother- peaſants, as you call 
them, enjoy ſuch familiarity ?=Ah! my dear father, 
vue ſurely are not what we ſeem—for pity reveal the 
wonderous ſecret, and make me happy. 

Her. Thy happineſs, boy, is'not in my power, 
What tho' I could tell thee that thou art noble? Were 
it not better if I could tell thee that thou art beloved ? 
| Convince me that the Counteſs knows of thy paſſion— 
thy madneſs—and does not deſpiſe both it and thee— 
and then—No—there is no hope! Lit. 
Aex. None - dreaming fool, why did I chin of it? 
Severe reflection daſhes me down to contempt—mi- 
ſery —death; but kind 1 imagination bids me e riſe again, 
brings 


$ 
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brings Elyſium within my graſp, throws Matilda into 
my arms. Dear enchantreſs, O that thy charming 
ſpell could hold me for ever! 


AIR VI. 


Thus an oak on ſome wild mountain, 
Chear'd by no refreſhing fountain, 
Waves bis lonely head on high ; 

In the blaze of ſummer burning, 

70 the ſultry breezes mourning, 

Shrinks his leaves and 18 8 8 to die. 


F the ies in pity lad g 

Show'rs, and filent dews deſrending 
 Bathe his roots and branches bare; 

Soon he fmiles, his health reſuming, 

And in new-born verdure blooming, 
Dallies with the balmy air. 


Ker enter Hraman, with SpIR1DOF, nad aud 
MariLpA. 


Her. My child my lovely child reſcued from 
deſtruction ere I knew her danger! O Spiridof, what 
pangs you have ſaved me! I cannot thank you 
Henceforth I regard you as my brother. But I thought, 
old boy, you had been a marauding with De Zegri. 

Spi. Pſhaw! I love fighting well, but I love hu- 
manity better. 

Mat. Well, good folks, you are all my gueſts for 
the day, and as much longer as you pleaſe. You may 
teſtify 
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teſtify your loyalty by afſiting 3 in the amuſement of 
the king. What ſay you, Alexis? 

Alex. 1 am ready at any time to teſtify it with all I 
have—my life. 

Mat. Spirited ! | 
Alex. At preſent, madam, it looks like an empty 


boaſt, as we flouriſh ſecurely in the ſun-ſhine of peace. 
But that man were unworthy of Heaven's favour, or 


Matilda's ſmile, who, when occaſions call, could refuſe 


to riſk his life and fortune in defending his country 


from danger, or his king from inſult. 
Jul. Alexis—if ſuch occaſions call (which Heaven 
avert!) and you lift a ſpear on you ſhoulder, I am 


ready to follow you with a knapſack on mine. 


Spi. Dammit, how my eyes water! yet I envy this old 
fellow heartily. Harke-ye, Harman—'ſpite of theſe 


| hairs, I would marry a wife to-night, and beget ſons 


and daughters, if I thought they would be as good as 
your's, 
Jul. J could even fight, 1 believe, for our 3 ; 


AIR VIII. 
To guard Alphonſo's life from harm, 
Tad fearleſs mount the rattling car, 
And, braving ev'ry fierce alarm, 
Ruſh thro the dreadful ranks af war. 


Happy if this devoted breaft 
Could catch a dart for him 3 
In glory then I'd fink to reſt, 
Aud leave immortal fame behind. 2 
Enter 
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Enter from the Flat Scene DRV BOE, followed by 4 
number of men and women fancifully dreſt, He ranges 
| them round the ta ge. 


Mat. Room for the Nadel Doctor and his train ! 
— „looks like preparation. 

Dry. Preparation, madam Perfection. Silence! 
I have invented for his majeſty an entertainment en- 
tirely new. He ſhall here enjoy a pleaſure of which 
he has yet never taſted—or his court muft differ from 
all J have ſeen. 

Si. And pray, friend, what may that rare paſß- 
time be? 

Dry. Why, fiend; I propoſe treating him with a 
little plain-dealing, ſincerity, and truth. 

Spi. A rarity, WAY and to him a novelty, I'll 
Twear—lT wiſh he may reliſh it. 

Jul. O fear not that! His nature is as generous as 
his ſtation is exaltedl 

Dry. A good girl—and a pretty—ſhe has ſmote 
me—ſhot me What heart can withſtand loyalty and 
beauty ?—You ſhall be preferred for this. Now ob- 
ſerve my decrees—We are all to be ſhepherds and 
ſnepherdeſſes, to ſing, and pipe, and dance, and range 
the groves by moon-light—all in perfect liberty; and, 
therefore, thoſe who pleaſe may wear maſks. If his 


majeſty come among us, he ſhall not be regarded as 


the king of Bohemia, but as the ſhepherd Al- 
phonſo. By my own authortty, .1 am to create a 
paſtoral queen, and, by the ſame authority, to retain the 
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poſt of prime miniſter over her. It ſhall 80 hard if 
we do not govern wiſely theſe nymphs and fwains, 


AIR. IX. 


Behold how they fland, 
A mixt motly band, 
Of mowers and milkmaids, and ruſtical rabble ! 
Gay flow'rs on their crooks, 
And joy in their looks, 
Preparing 
For fharing 
New ſcenes of delight ! 
Elmira 5 / 
Semira, 
No dancing can tire-a; 
While Clara, 
Aud Zara, 
And fair Zerobabel, 
Like feet nightingales, 
Will chant thruugh the vales, 
Enliv' ning the morning, enchanting the night. 


As paſt' ral premier, 
Myſelf ſhall appear. 
My meaſures the king muſt contemplate with wonder; 
No taxes I'll lay, | 
No penſions Til pay, 
To blackheads and blackguards for flattery and lies, 
No jobbing, | 
No mobbing. 
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No fobbing, 
No robbing, | 
And i in my finances no cheat'ry nor blunder ; 
And when my pow'r ends, 
| 1 yet ſhall have friends, 
Wi thout a proud rival my fault to de 2 fe! 


Mat. Well, Doctor, I long to KNOW your choice 
for the paſtoral crown. 

Alex, Whom can he chuſe, madam, but yourſelf? 

Dry. Who are you, fir, that preſume to meddle i in 
affairs of ſtate? Thus it is—we great men are always 
peſter'd with a pack of projectors and adviſer Come, 
give me the crown! (A girl delivers him a wreath, of 

flowers, which he binds on JULtana's head.) Here is 

my choice. Wear this wreath, ſweet nymph, and 

reign queen of our ſports, and arbitreſs of our plea- 
tures 1... 

Spi. «Well done, old TROY give me your hand ! 
Herman, what think you of chis—from a dungeon 
to a throne in half an hour? 

Her. Tis not uncommon with kings and queens, 

Jul. Delightful dignity ! Let reſtleſs monarchs wield 
the ſwerd of war, let hollow ſtateſmen work their | 

country's ruin; I envy not their glories ; * me only : 
{ce my ſybjedts happy. 


Enter DOLL. 
Doll. My lady, we are credibly informed that din- 
ner waits in the neighbouring arbour. I humbly pro- 
= 37 RED poſe 
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poſe a ſhort ceſſation of amuſement, and a ſerious ap- 
plication to the buſineſs of life. . 

Mat. I aſſume no command here, ſir; let the paſ- 
toral queen determine; her decree is abſolute. 


Ju. Then it ſhall be for the public good. Let us 
have a rural chorus, and go to dinner. 


AIR X. 


C horus, Here ſecure from plots and Irie 


Slipping, tripping, ſkipping round, 
Better than in courily life, 


All the joys of mirth are found. 


ul. (ſola ) What court dame, bedeck'd with art, 
Gay without, tho" jad at heart, 
Sports lite me the ſhepherd's queen, 
Dancing on the daiſied green, 


RES: Here ſecure, &c. 
Jul. (ol) What pale fripp ry mincing beau, 
Like our fwains can friſking go, 


While their nn. nymphs they lead 
Wanton oer the yellow mead : Ai 


Chorus. Here ſecure, Kc. 
Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


ACT 
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8CE N EA Crove. Euter in proceſſ jon, on one þ de, 
Gentlemen and Ladies, attendants of the K1NG, ix 
Hunting adreſſes; and, on the other, JuLIANA, DoLL, 
DzyBoNE, HERMAN, and other attendants of the 
Cov NTESS, 


AIR XL 
SEMI-CHoRuS—King's Attendants. 


Hall to the maidens and foreſters free, 
Who live in the woodlands with merry glee ! 
Your paſtimes to ſee, 

Beneath each green tree, 
 Forſaking the ſplendor of court, come we, 


SeMi-CHoRUs—Counteſs's attendants, 


Hail, ladies and lordings, of courtly degree, 
- Who live not more happy, ibo higher, than we! _ 
Our paſtimes to ſee, | | 
Beneath each green tree, 
In all the gay woodlands, moſt welcome ye be! 


CHORUS. 


Health and mutual hail, we fing ! 
Bleſs the Counteſs ! Bleſs the King! 
R 3 
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(As the Chorus concludes, the KIx and MaTiLDA 
from the bottom of the ſtage, converſing. ) 


King. (advancing lo JuLIana, and laying his hat at 
ber feet.) Thus I do homage to the paſtoral queen, 
ſwear myſelf her vaſſal. (She retires abaſhed and 


among the crowd, and HERMAN leads her off.) 


Dry. My liege, you may perceive her majeſty is 
yet a green ſtateſwoman. Diffidence and modeſty !— 
 fy—fy—I muſt cure her of theſe—I will amputate 
and extirpate— will ſo ſear and cauterize her coun- 
tenance, that ſhe ſhall bluſh no more than any other 
woman of quality, 

Mat. This, fir, is the ingenious Ne I told 
you of. 

Dry. Yes, my liege, I am the ingenious gentle- 
man you have been told of—I am the plenipotentiary, 
ready to receive the homage of all potentates. Does 
your majeſty mean to negotiate—any thing in the way 
of ſubſidy ? any loan to the Exchequer ?—Our funds 
are in a moſt flouriſhing ſtate—but the extraordinary 
expence of this armament— 

Mar. What armament? _ 

Dry. We have juſt now proclaimed, by ſound of 
horn, a declaration of war againſt the wolves and 
wild boars of the foreſt | 

King. Ha |—In ſuch a warfare, I am ready to join. 
There are my troops; form a junction, picth your 

| tents in the valley ; and, to-morrow, we take the field 
| by break of day. | 


Dry, 
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Dry. You hear the word of command, noble allies— 
double the phalanx and march off. 


{ Exeunt, ff inging the former Chorus. 


Manent RING and MATILDA. 


King. O my dear couſin, the is improved in every 
charm ! 


Mat. She! Who? ? 
King. What old man was s that who led her away ? 
Mat. Led her! whom do you ſpeak of? 
King. Juliana! Juliana—O, that I could ſay, my 
Juliana ! 
Mat. The man is diſtracted. 
King, Too true, I am \—Laſt time I was here 1 
ſaw this lovely girl; I had an interview with her too 
affecting to be deſcribed ; and ſince that hour I have 
never ſlept a ſound ſleep. 
Mat. Heaven defend us! this is abſolute love 
What ! have you ſet your affections on a ſhepherdeſs, 
a lady of lambkins, a governeſs of goats? Have you 
no reſpect for your dignity? no care for your reputa- 
tion? no regard for the opinion of your noble and 
royal friends? | | 
King. How prudently you do ſpeak ! But love is a 
fad leveller, couſin, Here is a paper I found in the 
the foreſt Sonnet to the divine Matilda” —and 
ſubſcribed “ Alexis: the verſes are very pretty and 
the author, I'm told, is a very handſome fellow Do 
you know him? 
Mat. Know him - who—no—yes—A lexis—that 
is I-II have ſcen him, I think. 


R 4 King. 
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King. He is but a ſhepherd—a lord of NESS. 
governor of goats, 

Mat. Really—indeed—it is] can't tell. 

King. Ha! ha! ha Heaven defend us! Why 
this 1s abſolute love! 5 

Mat. Does your majeſty mean to affront me? 

King. I do not, my charming friend; nor will I far- 
ther penetrate the ſecret feelings of your heart, As 
for mine, I make no ſecret of them; for I know no 
reaſon why the honeſt dictates of genuine paſſion ought 
to be concealed. 

Mat. What then, my lord, is your ur purpoſe ? 

King. That, as yet, I know not fully. I deſign to 
ſtudy the character of Juliana more cloſely ; and for 
purpoſe to invite her to court: would you, to oblige 
me, conduct her thither, and protect her there? 

Mat. Any thing honourable you may depend on. 
But 1 ſee no probable hope of ſuceeſs to your paſſion. 

King. In that caſe, my reſolution is taken. I know 
the value of my crown; and if I can enjoy it with 
Juliana, I will love it. But if thofe two cannot go 
together, and if I muſt make a choice—give me my 
charming ſhepherdeſs. With her a thoufand pleaſures 


remain, which wealth can never Purchaſe, and per- 
haps could little | improve. 


AIR XII. 
Rich in Iove alone enjoying, 
State and pow'r no more 1'd prize; 
From my ſhepherdeſs diſparted, 
Throges and ſceptres Id deſpiſe : | 
. But 
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But bow light were every toil, 
Crown'd with her enchanting ſmile ! 


Ah! bow feweet with her to wander, 
On ſome charming ſummer night, 
M ben the woods, all buſh'd in ſilence, 
Slumber to the moon's ſoft light, 
When the breeze ſcarce ſtirs the brake, 
And love and rapture only wake ! 


How then might we ſmile at grandeur, 
Sunk on velvet moſs to reſt, 
In ourſelves a world poſſeſſing, 
nn ourſelves completely bleſt ; 
. While the ſmiling wood-nymphs ſpread 
Their verdant curtains round our bed. 


[Exit. 


Mat. (ſola.) Now am I brought to a pretty paſs, 
indeed !—T had wiſely reſolved to bury this romantic 
folly in impenetrable ſecreſy; but here a fool as ro- 
matic as myſelf, by his own ſituation gueſſes mine— 
Ha! there goes the dear, the fatal cauſe of all my 
pain mult ſpeak to him Alexis! 


Enter ALkx]s. 
Alex. Madam | 
Mat. J call you, to return this paper, and to requeſt 
that you will ſcatter no more about the foreſt, You 
poſſeſs a moſt elegant fancy; but when you are diſ- 
poſed to exerciſe it, I beg that I may not be your 
| ſubject, 
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ſubject. The king found that one, and drew a 
concluſion from it little to my honor. I make my 
requeſt thus ſecret, becauſe I wiſh not to hurt you, 
Poets have acute feelings, 

Alex. Poet, madam, I am none; and in dictating 
the verſes which you are pleaſed to commend, fancy 
had no ſhare, Some power of reſiſtleſs energy deep- 
ſeated in the heart inſpired them. When they were 
written, I was loſt in delirium, and as unconſcious of 
my actions—as I am this moment. 

Mat. Alexis, I dan't underſtand this. 

Alex. I'm glad of it—T would not have you under- 
ſtand me—for I have ſpoken madneſs : but it was un- 
avoidable.—If the dignity which love has given to my 
foul could ſuffer me to frame a falſhood, I might have 
told you that this. poor fonnet means nothing, and 
that the divinity there is, as you ſuppoſe, the viſionary 
form of a poet's creation. —But—ſhall the man who 
has dared to love Matilda be a liar and a coward ?— 
Impoſſible 


AIR XIII. 
Truth and Love together dwelling, 
If a heart they once ſecure, 
Ev'ry meanneſs thence expelling, 
Keep their ſacred manſion pure. 


Fixt in mine, no force ſhall move, 
No fear reſtrain, their influence due: 
Tho” deſpiſed, I till muſt love; 
T I periſh, till be true. 
Madam ! 
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Madam! farewell. May the angels of happineſs 
for ever guard you! May you enjoy ten thouſand 
pleaſures, and may I hear of them all! For next to the 
felicity of the youth who is born to make you happy, 
muſt be his who can rejoice in your happineſs. The 
firſt is enjoyment for a God: while this poor boſom 
beats, the ſecond ſhall be mine, | _ [Extt, 

Mat. (ſola.) Was that youth born to be a ſhep- 
herd? -O fortune! for whom makeſt thou ſo many 
crowns and coronets?— Vet, perhaps, fortune is not 
greatly to blame in this caſe; having put ſo much in 
my power, and given me withal eyes to ſee, and a 
heart to feel. —But then, the effect of that is oppoſed 
by prudence, and tyrant cuſtom, Prudence I take 
to be but a cold, cowardly, ſneaking ſort of virtue; 
and cuſtom, being a tyrant, it were meritorious to rebel 
againſt him. That is clear and good reaſoning. Well, 
what follows? Ah! the conſequence is charming. 
Love whiſpers it—but I cannot liſten; for J have 
made ſeveral fine reſolutions, ſome of which I have 
already broken, and the reſt I muſt try to keep. 


AIR XIV. Rondeau. 
How I wander, idly throwing 
Ev'ry fixt defign aſide ! 
Now in wanton paſſion glowing, 
Frozen now by ſurly pride] 


Prudence grieving, 

Love decervnig, 
And by turns my boſom heaving, | 
Still 
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Still to equal torture brought, 
Or by feeling, or by thought ! 


Birth and flate, with voice reviling, 
Cry, diſcard the ſhepherd fwain ; 
Cupid comes, and whiſpers ſmiling, 
Call the dear one back again, 
+ e Exit. 


kene the ſong, Spixrpor is ſeen peeping from . 
bind a tree. As ſhe goes off, be enters. ] 


pi. 1 have heard all—and a happy hearing, I hope. 
Ho! Shepherd! Whew ! (whiſtling through his fit.) 
If this fellow have the true ſpirit in him, I'll do his 
buſineſs. Shepherd !—And I think he has it. Cow 
ards in love are generally too cowards in war. But 
he ſtood up manfully to her—which I like. Shep- 
herd, I fay, Alexis! come hither, my boy?—T'll try 
| him a bit. 
Enter 1 

Alex. What 1s your pleaſure, ſir? 

Spi. To do a good turn, whenever I can, 
Aex. I believe it. 

Spi. Do you deſign to keep ſheep till your ha 
be as long and as grey as a he-goat's. 

Alex. 1 have no change in my power. 

Spi. Why, have you not limbs ? Are there not wea- 
pons? Are there not wars? Before I was your age, 
I killed four baſhaws in one day, cut off the Soldan 
of Samaria's head, and gave fix Corſairs for food to 
the fiſhes at Aleppo ——- 


Alex, 
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Alex. My paſſion for arms is ſtrong, but my reſpect 
for the will of my father is ſtronger. 

Spi. Come don't hedge, don't diſguiſe—You love 
the Counteſs—you do, you milk-liver'd dog, you 
do—Y ou lounge here in the foreſt, licking fat cream, 
and dreaming of ſmocks and {ilk petticoats—Ha l— 
Alex, Are love and glory then incompatible ?— 
Would my ſpirit were tried otherwiſe than by an inſult 
from you! 

Spi. It ſhall. Come cloſe and liſten. The Count 
De Zegri has commiſſivned me to give a thouſand 
crowns of gold for the head of Alphonſo. Here is x 
purſe—and here is a dagger. You know where the 
king ſleeps to-night. - 

Alex. Were you not grey-headed, and the delivercr 
of Juliana, a blow ſhould have anſwered this. 

Spi. A blow! 

Alex. Yes—did you not fay I loy'd the Countel; ? 

Spi. I did—I do. 

Alex. And can you think I will be an affaſſin— 
a darkling murderer ? — for money too ? —Periſh 
the traſh (daſhing down the purſe.) The dagger 
I'll keep, and I hope for Zegri's own traitrous 
heart. 

Spi. (embracing lun. ) My boy! my brave boy 


my gallant boy !—You- ſhall have wr You ſhal} 
have her— 


Alex. What mean you, fir? _ 


Spi. Petticoat, ſmock, and all, you ſhall have 
her— 


Alex, Amazement Sir, I beg you will exptabr== 
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Hpi. I will. You are her equal by birth. Your 
father Herman was lord of the very lands ſhe poſſeſſes ; 
but loſt them in the diſaſtrous war which gave the 


crown of Bohemia to Alphonſo's father. 


Alex. O heavens! how often have I dreamed of 
this! Why would not my father tell me? 


Spi. He acted properly. Even now, as you value 
your happineſs, mention it not. You ſhall owe Ma- 


tilda to her love alone. 


Alex. Slender hope, I doubt. She loves the king. 


- Twas but now ſhe addreſſed me with eaſy cold civi- 


lity. And while I ſtood before her, agonized with 
paſſion, ſhe remained in perfect ſerenity—Her cheek 
put on no deeper bloom, no ſympathetic glance came 
from her eyes, no throb of pity heaved her boſom. 

Spi. O, I believe ſhe's damn'd proud: but I have 
a plot to bring her down—only do as I ſhall in- 
ſtruct you. 


Alex. You ſhall guide me in every thing—and if 


you knew the ſtate of my heart, I ſhould not need to 


tell you, that in contributing to render me worthy of 


her favour, you give me more than life. 


AIR XV. 
As the ſtwain thro' ſhadows grey 
The morn's ſoft eye-lids op ning bright, 
And doubts if 'tis the jocund day, 
Or ſome fantaſtic fires of night ; 
Se 1 this riſing joy behold, 
That ſeems the period of my pain, 
But 
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But cannot lull ſuſpicion cold, 
Feoreboding ſtill deluſion vain. [Ex cunt. 


Enter JurIAxA, followed by DRTBONx. 

Jul. Leave me, ſir—forbear this folly Do you 
ſhew reſpect thus for a dignity of your own creation? 
Dry. How cold the ladies of this country are !—T 
never was ſo unfortunate in my amours ! (aſide. But 
princeſs, goddeſs, will you not hear me ?—cruel—will 
you not pity the long-winded paſſion of a poet and phy- 
fſician ?—I have loved you with unſhaken conſtancy— 
theſe two hours. Do but think how happy a man of 
my experience and invention could make you. Our 
days ſhall dance away on downy feet, and every va- 
riety of the revolving year to be as a variety of love 

and delight. | PS 


AIR XVI. 

On Midſummer night, when all Nature is gay, 

The heath in full bloom, and the «woods in full glory, 
Then will I tell thee a melting ſweet flory, 

While in the moonſhine we merrily play. 

Then deep in the maze of a whiſpering grove, 
By daiſies and vi lets our couch ſhall be dreſt, 

The roſe and the woodbine ſhall curtain our love, 
The zephyrs and fountains invile us to reſt. 


When thro" the ſharp hawthorn blows the cold wind, 
And ſunk is wild winter all Nature lies pining, 
Then how I'll cheer thee, new paſtimes deſigning, 

. Frolics for lovers, and fancies ref d!“ 
8 In 
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In changes though gloomy, ſhall pleaſure be felt; 
Dark night ſhall but tell us our revels to keep, 
The cold but remind us in rapture to melt, 


And the roar of the tempeſt oe rock us 10 to ſleep. 


V. I like to hear you ſing; Doctor, and to ſee 
your face a 


Dry. Doſt thou? Then a kiſs—nay, by Apollo 9 


 lyre, and Venus' glove, and every oath which a poetic 


lover ought” to ſwear, I will have it! (In ſtruggling a 
miniature falls from JuliAxA's neck.) Ah! I have 
been for a moment in paradiſe! I have touched an 
immortal Houri ! What is here ?Ho—T know that 
face. (Lifting the picture.) 

Jul. Give it me back—it never before left my bo- 


ſom— dear memorial of a mother whom Juliana never 


fGw— 

Dry. Your mothet—and your name Juliana 
Why, who are you ?—Tell me quickly : By the cu- 
riolity of ſevenſcore old maids, I am on the rack till 
I know ! 

Jul. The daughter of Herman, chief ſhepherd to 
the counteſs. 

Dry. Nonſenſe !—You are a great woman—T m 


ſure I have a memorial about this affair in ſome of 


my journals—Poh ! I can't recollect—but I'll find 
it—lI will—I'm certain you are a great woman— 


don't ſtir till I return. [ Exit. 


Jul. I have no hopes from the diſcovery. Yet 


fancy often forms delightful dreanas of ſame fayourable 


event. 
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event. They ſoften the pangs of dilappointment, and 
convert even melancholy into enjoyment. 


AIR XVII. 
Ye woods [o ſoftly waving along the wild fleep, 
Te winds gently blowing, 
Ye ftreams ſweetly flowins, 
Your murmurs ſtill mixing in echoes ſo deep, 
To uu thus in on my ſorrows I weep ! 


Delightful, but ah ! how delt ve the charm ! 
They ſeem now to hear me, 
They ſmile now to cheer me; 
Aud tell me, that joy yet my woes ſhall d arm, 
And love yet again this ſad boſom alarm ! 


Enter the Kin. 


King. Fly me not, lovely Juliana! Allow me to 
tell you how much I admire your virtues—how much 
I adore your charms! 

Jul. ] could liſten to you, fir, for ever; were I not 
hurt to think of the debaſement you commit in con- 
verſing with me. 

King. You wrong yourſelf, Juliana—you wrong 
me. Well, I perceive we are congenial ſpirits: and 
I feel your dear ſociety fo neceſſary to my happineſs, 
that I come reſolved to live here your ſlave. 

Jul. Fye, my lord—think what you owe to your 
ſtate, to your country, to glory. Would you reſt here 
unknown and deſpiſed, while the other princes of 
Chriſtendom are deluging Aſia with Infidel blood ? 

5 King. 
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King, Beware, Juliana; that ſentiment is artificial, 
it comes not from your gentle generous heart. 


AIR XVIII. 


My ſhould I Ay to fatal broils, 
| To war and rapine's cruel trade ? 
Are fields of death and dreary toils, 
By Fortune oft but ill repaid, 
For Love and Juliana made ? 


Neo! bere I'll lay me down to reſt, 
Inglorious, in the ſylvan ſhade. 
Ambition ſhall no more moleſt, 
Nor Care the ſoft retreat invade, 
For Love and Juliana made. 


Jul. And if invaſion threaten your kingdom —if cor- 


ruption undermine your ſtate—if oppreſſion make your 
ſubjects groan — who then will bleſs Alphonſo? 


King. Moſt true, my charming counſellor. There- 
fore, ſince I cannot live with you in the foreſt, you 


muſt with me at court, Have you never thought. 
of the ſcenes of ſplendor there, Juliana? 


Jul. No otherwiſe, my lord, than as gay unſubſtan= 


They paſs over my mind like fantaſtic 
clouds athwart the ſummer ſky. 


| AIR-XIX. 
Without a wiſh, without a ſigh, 

I think on courts and caſtles high, 
Contented on the lowly plain, 

Where peace aud ſimple pleaſures reign. 


8 8 Here 
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Here, at the dawn and cloſing day, 

I dancing fweep the deus away; 

And wake the echo with my ſong, : 
| That fleeps the murm'ring woods among. 


Is there a ſtream with daiſies trim? 
1s there a grove with ſhadows dim t 
Beſide that ſtream my flocks I keep, 
Beneath that grove at noon 1 fleep. 
Each flow'r, each fountain, ſhrub, and tree, 
Are friends to Innocence and me. 
For pomp and ſtate ſhall I complain, 
While Nature's endleſs charms remain? 


King. Charming, enchanting ſimplicity!— Juliana, 
we muſt not, cannot part. Our names are written 


together in the book of fate, 


Enter DRYBONE. 


Dry. The rats have gnaw'd away the leaf—T can't 
find it,—Oho, the ſhepherd Alphonſo here!—Mum. 
King. *Pſhaw, this ſtupid intruſion! | 

Dry. My ſweet July, my dear little woman, I would 
have made you a great woman but thoſe confounded 
rats have ruined your fortune—Royal Shepherd, be- 
hold the Counteſs approaching, with the combined 
forces ! 


King. ( af ide.) Ha! Now foranothertrialof herheart! 


S434: Intar 
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Enter MATILDA, Dort, and double train of Ai. 
_ tendants, 


Mat. The hunting pavillions are erected, my lord, 
and every thing prepared for to-morrow's ſport. 

King. Tis well—lI find ſo much pleafure in this 
viſit, that, in commemoration of it, I reſolve now 
to confer the honor of knighthood on any perſon your 
ladyſhip chuſes to diſtinguiſh. 

Mat. ( Looking anxiouſly around.) O where is Alexis ? 
— Sir, this generoſity— He is not here—My lord, your 

purpoſe may be deferred] ſee no gentleman— —_ 

Dry. ( Advancing cloſe to the Counteſs's face, then turn- 
ing to the King.) O yes, I am | here — May it pleaſe 
your majeſty, I am the only gentleman in the preſence 
diſtinguiſhed by the Counteſs. | 

King. You! indeed ! 

Dry. I am, beſides, not unworthy of the dignity. I 
have ſhed the blood of many a brave fellow. 

Doll. That I'll ſwear to. He has killed more men 
than the king of England and the ſoldan of Egypt. 

Dry. Why, puppy, what do you know of me? 

Doll. J knew you very well in Paleſtine, where you 
cured patients gratis for forty merks a-piece. 

Dry. Villain —I humbly beſeech your majeſty, 
that this impertinent, troubleſome, little raſcal be ſer 
in the ſtocks. 

Doll. If your majeſty makes him a knight, he is 
already poſſeſt of an armorial bearing a moſt ancient 
creſt, (Making horns with her fingers.) 

Dry. 
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Dry. Was ever ſuch a foul-mouth'd = What 
would you inſinuate ? 

Doll. Nothing. I affirm boldly that you are a 
cuckold—TI did the buſineſs myſelf—I have ſlept with 
your wife a thouſand times. Liſten, my royal liege, 
and my noble lady, I'll deſcribe this phyſician and his 
ſpouſe to you. 


AIR XX. 
JI pifture you out that pair ſo fine 
Her name it was Dolly Dumpling, 
A lady of ſhape and air divine, 
Aud elegant delicate wit: 
But he, a mouldy mumpling, © 
Was dry as a cruſty crumpling, 
Aud good for nought but rumpling 
Her kirtle a pitiful bit. 


Oft when I bad left the leech alone, 
I thought of a pretty vagary ; 

I went the ſame way his wiſe was gone, 
That tight little metilgſomè tit; 

Beneath the bow'rs ſo airj, 

I tumbled the frolicſome fairy, 

Trim antlers to prepare ay 
His Pho ical front to fit, 


King. You are * recommended, Doctor, 
by your old acquaintance: yet J hold it not quite ad- 
viſable to promote you on a ſudden We ſhall mark 
your exploits in the chace to-morrow. 

3 Dry. 
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Dry. What a pitiful prime miniſter I am— not to 
have a paltry knighthood in my power, while ſome of 
my brethren make peers by the dozen 

King. But our preparation for the toils of to-mor- 
row muſt not diſturb the pleaſures of to- o-night. What 
ſays the paſtoral queen ? 

Jul. May pleaſure attend wherever your majeſty 
goes! and may all your toils only tend to enhance 
it !—Once more I proclaim freedom, and invocate 
happineſs to all this train, 

AIR XXI. 
Nymphs that ſkim the verdant mead, 
Purſuing, 
Renewing 

Your meaſures ſo ſweet, 
 Oer the vi let's velvet bead, 
That rends not, 

And bends not, 

Beneath your ſwift feet] 

Day by day, O happy throng, 
21s yours 10 raiſe the feſtive ſong, 

And round in fairy ringlets move; 
Each morning 
Returning 

Encreaſing 
The bleſſmg 
Of freedom and love. 


Cnorvs. Each morning, &c. 


Night 
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| Night by night, thro' all theſe ſhades, 
Ye favour d ſwains, ye bluſhing maids, 
*Trs yours ſecure in bliſs to rove ; 


The moon ſeweely ſhining, 
And ſilence refming 
The raptures of Love. 
b _ CHorus. The moon, &c. 
[Exeunt, 
END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
DT _ — ——_ 


ACT III. 
SCENE—a woody valley, with tents interſperſed. 


JuLiana ſola—a bow in ber hand and quiver on her 


ſhoulder. 


Go to court with him? No !—not even to ſhare 
his throne ?—I will love him while I breathe—but 
never diſgrace him. What a fate is mine! The paſſion 

which drives me to the brink of ruin, I yet regard as 
the pride of my exiſtence. 


AIR XXII. Rondeau. 
The foft defire, 
The gentle fire, 
Rs £9" f That 
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That Love bas taught this heart to know, 
| Never ſtraying, 
Nor decaying, | 
While the vital fiream ſhall flow, 
In that fiream muſt ever glow. 


Friends may, ſpurn me, 
Rivals ſcorn me, 
Malice mock, and envy pine; 
Let all engage, 
In idle rage, | 
Dear Conftancy, thou ſtill art mine ! 


No change of flate can Love appal; 
For he controls, with equal law, 
The 1 urf-built cot and marble hall, 
The velvet couch. and truſs. of fraw, 


Enter HERMAN. 
Er. So, Julana—armed for.the chace? 
Jul. Prepared, fir, to attend the king. 
Her. Y our loyalty is more exemplary than I think 
neceſſary. I thought) yo hal never ſeen is king till 
yeſterday. 


Jul. Ahl yes! my dear faher—I VE 2 him, 
and ſerved him too. 


Her. When? Where? 

Jul. Laſt year—in this very valley. 

Her. For heaven's ſake, how? 

Jul. Eager in the chace he had parted from his at- 

tendants—1 heard him call for aſſiſtance —his ſpear 
| was 
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was broken end a buve wild tw” tearing at his 
horſe— 
Her. How did you aſtut lit : could you? 
Jul. 1 leaned againſt a tree, to tan. Io amor 


I was ſadly atraid —and 

Her. What! | 
Jul. I ſhot an arrow down this monſter's throat. 

Her. There was the dauntleſs ſpirit of—Ha ! what 
W N have faid—Alphonſo thanked you ſurely— 
How was it? 

Jul. Ah! fir, you muſt have heard him to be ſen- 
ſible of that. He ſaid ſuch — thought I ſhould 
-never have got from him— 


Enter D RYBON E, in a bunting dreſs, with a boar-ſpear. 
Dry. The chace 1s begun, fair queen—The king 
and the counteſs have been enquiring for you, 
Jul. Oh! let us go—let us go—I would not loſe a 
moment! [ Exeunt JULIANA and HERMAN. 
Dry. So—-with this I am to atchieve greatneſs— 
Learning and, liberal talents go for nothing—and a 
man 1s knighted for killing ſwine ! This may truly be 
called hunting for preferment.— I don't much like it 
Let, Sir Didymus Drybone will found fo. pretty— 
W hen I am feeling a fine lady's pulſe—Pray, Sir Di- 
dymus, ſays ſhe—(not Doctor) Pray, Sir Didymus, 
how is it? — Rabbit the ſwine ! I'll ſtick a ſcore of 
them— 


| Enter DoLL. 
Doll. So, my fine Doctor, have I caught you at 
laſt barctaced '—Ay, you may look as big and as 
bluff 


282 LOVE AND LOYALTY. 


bluff as you pleaſe - but I know my rights—and a free- 
born Engliſhwoman is not to be neglected. Learned 
Sir, won't you ſpeak ?—Don't you know your wife ? 
What do you ſcrew your noſe at? 

Dry. Wretched creature—thy ſtupid ravings renew | 


: my forrows. My dear dear wife was drowned—T 


have legal proof—ſufficient for Doctors Commons 
Doll. The Devil's commons !—] was not drowned, 


| but pick'd up by the robbers, from whom I eſcaped in 
this dreſs. —Sirrah, Sirrah—you know me well—and 


if you pretend to _ it longer, I will raiſe ſuch a 
rumpus 
Dry. I co nfeſs there i is a a reſemblance i in the voice. 


Doll. A reſemblance! 
' Dry. But you are an impoſtor. Guards, ho !— 


Put this madman in the dungeon, and feed him with 


bread and water Ha! what, what, what !—Let me 
ſee—what is there ? (She takes out a — opens, a 


Fetus it full of diamonds.) 


' Doll. 1 defy the dungeon, and Doctors Conn 

too! Here is ſufficient to gain any cauſe 1 in any court. 

This, and two more fuch are mine. 
Dry. Ha! ha! he! he! Dolly, my pretty * 


give me a kiſs— Why, love, this habit becomes thee 


wonderfully—1 never ſaw thee look fo well— _ 
Doll. What, am I alive? 
Dry. Ay, and like to live. I'm ſure thou haſt the 
means of life in thy hands. But where gotteſt thou 
all this treaſure, love? 
Doll. You remember the Hermit of Joppa ? 3 
Dry. Yes. 


Dell, 
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Doll. 1 came to his cave when he was dying. He 
gave it me, and a fine little picture which I have in 
the caſtle. . 

Dry. I muſt fee it—T muſt ſee all. Grunt on, un- 
diſturbed by me, ye tuſky boars I can be knighted 
now, without hazard of life or limb. 


AIR XXIII. Duet. 

To England faſt Dll hie me, 

And there a knighthood buy me, 

For there, if truth be told 

Such things are bought and ſold. 

Doll. And there a dame ſo gay, 

Tl. figure and flount away, 

Nor heed what grave one's ſav, 

Such is the quality way, __ [Exeunt 


3CENE=— wild part of the foret—Racks, hanging 


trees, &c. 


Mari A . 


Surely, if he marry the ſiſter, I may think of— 


No! I cannot think of it. I have no purpoſe: acci- 
dent muſt determine me. 


AIR XXIV. 
Hope withdrawing Time's dark veil, 
Still ſome happy moment ſhews, 
When my trembling fear ſhall fail, 
And each wiſh in rapture cloſe. 


Sweeteſt 
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Sweeteft ſhadows, how ye pleaſe ! 
Flow ye cheat the ling ring hour, 
While by ſhame forbid to ſeize | 


The bapping within my pow'r. 


Enter SPIRIDOF., 


Spi. At laſt you are N have been ſeeking 
you all over the foreſt, 

Mat. Me! for what ? 

Spi. To tell you news of that duc hr young 


fellow Alexis. 


Mat. What of him! . What has he done: ? Where 


is he? 


Spi. Vou muſt We ve taken a bee to the lad. 
Mat. Poh! is that all? 
Spi. Not quite. I've laid a ſcheme to make his 


fortune. 


Mat. It is a noble deſign, Sir. But how, pray? 

Spi. I have procured him ſuch dreſs and accoutre- 
ments as I had e when 1 killed ſix baſhaws in 
one day — 

Mat. Sin? = 

- 9h, Tut! what Genifies a. baſhaw or two, more or 


: lefs, in a true ſtory ?—But obſerve, the knights of 


St. John are now ſending a detachment againſt the 
barbarian black king of Morrocb, who has ſet a price 
on their heads; and I have given Alexis a letter to 
the grand maſter, to get admittance as a volunteer. 
Mat. Amazing! and ſo his fortune is made? 
Si. To be ſure it is. He'll be certain of immedi- 


ate preferment; for what between the hot wars and 


the 
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the hot weather, they die by dozens every day. 
Now, what do you think I deſerve for my r_ 
rolity ? 

Mat. To be toſs⸗d! in a planet. 

Si. Me! toſs'd in a blanket. 


Mat. What! to decoy a youth of the moſt n 
hopes from his friends, and ſend him to be broiled 
to death on the burning ſands of Africa But tis 
well your ridiculous vanity made you reveal this to 
me— I'll go find Alexis myſelf, and ſet him on his 
5 — 

Spi. I'll ſave you that trouble. Alexis! ho !-—-He 
waits behind that rock to take his leave of you. (Enter 
ALEx1s.) Come on, my boy. The lady has ſome 
travelling inſtructions for you. Try your power, ma- 
dam—l fear you not. [ Exit. 


Mat. (With heſitation, after a pauſe.) Why that 
alteration in your dreſs, fir ? 


Aer. Has not my protector, my friend, informed 


you, madam ? 


Mat. That old man has told me a * which, if 


true, proves him, inſtead of your friend, your greateſt 


enemy. Is it poſſible he couid blind you ſo?—You 


leave every one that holds you dear, and fly to a 
foreign fatal ſhore, where poiſon loads the ſcorching 
air. What can drive you to this ?—Are you in diffi- 
culties? Tell me freely.—You ſhall not need to beg 
aſſiſtance. | 

| Alex. Generous, matchleſs Matilda; I ſee you now 
for the laſt time, perhaps; and I will ſpeak as my 
heart inſpires.— Vou miſtake, fair creature, the cha- 


rity 
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rity I want. Of your purſe I have no need. Vouch- 


ſafe me a more precious gift—one ſmile—one kiſs of 


that ſoft hand to lock in my memory. I will call 
them up as a charm to ſoften every hardſhip. I will 
think of them when oceans roll between us—when you 
are happy in Alphonſo's triumphant arms, and I lic 
ſtruggling with the graſps of death. 

Mat. But why this enterprize at all here is the 
cauſe ? 

Alex. Here ( Inti bis breaſt) a paſſion, violent as 
ever filled the heart of a mortal—blaſted by uncon- 


querable fate. go forth without hope or fear. This 


ſword ſhall clear my way, or procure me an honoura- 


ble grave.— Once more (kneeling) I crave that rap- 
turous boon, your hand one moment. (MAIL DA 


gives it with her face averted.) And now the ſmile. 
Mat. Will not a tear ſuffice? 

Alex, A tear and to me Heavens. what mean 
you? 

Mat. To bribe you, if poſſible, from this mad ex- 
pedition. Can nothing tempt you, Alexis? ( tenderly ) 
Is there no trophy you would exchange for this? 
( Pulling a feather from bis hat, and puting in its place a 


bouquet from her boſom.) What more mult you have? 


(Smiling. ) 

Alex. (Embracing her paſſionately.) Matilda! charm- 
ing Matilda |—herfelt—My Matida—ſhe muſt be 
mine! 

Mat. No more, dear Alexis—forbear !—E have | 
been taken by ſurprize ; but I don't repent, —I ſee the 
king on the hill's fide, Leave me now till the chace 

be 
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de over then meet me in the caſtle; and claim, by 
that token, a tear, a ſmile, or what you pleaſe. (Going. 
Alex. O, ſtay yet a moment, my life, my ſoul, my 

Matilda !—Let me yet hold this dear lovely trembling 
hand—Lert me be convinced of the reality of my bliſs; 
that when we part I may not think it only a happy 
viſion—a glimpſe of Paradiſe drawn by wanton fancy. 


AIR V. 


80 bird in darkneſs loft, I. faint 
Before this bright, this dazzling beam : 

F fairy Fancy thus can paint, 

O let me thus for ever dream! ! 
But by this cheek's bewitching glow, 
y theſe dear dewy lips of thine, 
And by theſe eyes now kind ] know 

Irs joy ſubſtantial and divine. [Exeunt. 


Enter the KIx G. | 
The chace, with all its animation, no longer has 
charms for me.—Lie there, unſtained, ungracious 
weapon ( Throwing down bis fpear )—Much rather in 
this ſequeſtered ſpot would I ſigh out my ſoul to the 
lovely Juliana. The ſcene ſo ſweetly wild diſpoſes to 


gentle languor, while the ſpirit of love ſeems to float 
on each gale. Would ſhe were here! 


AIR XXVI. 
Vocal groves, where echo dwelling 
Mocks the lonely Iover*s lay, 
Saw ye here, all nymphs excelling, 
My dear nymph in ſecret ſtray ? 
Let 
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Let the breezes as they blow, 
And fragrance on your blooms beſtow, 
Waft my wijhes to the fair; 
Tell her I no bliſs can know, 
Till ſhe come my bliſs to ſhare! 


Enter Dx Zzcx1 and an officer, with ſwords drawn=s 
They aſſault the Kin. 

King. Villains, forbear! avaunt I am your king. 

De Zeg. Ay—and for that we ſeek your, life. 

King. Then you ſhall buy it dear—I will die as a 
brave man ought, with my ſword in hand. ( Fight— 
be retreats defending himſelf; and as he goes off DE Zx- 
GRI 7s ſeen to fall. Immedzately, on the oppoſite fide, enter 
JuLiana bending her bow.) 

Jul. Heaven guide the ſhaft to ſave my 8 
(ſhoots )—Tis in the villain's heart he reels—he 
falls the king is ſafe -O let me ( Anceling) eternal 
praiſes are due cannot ſpeak 


Enter FU Kiso. | 


What angel brought this timely aidꝰ— How my 
JuLIANA] twice my preſerver! Away, idle ſcruples— 
here they end—Rife, lovelieſt of women! riſe, * 
of Bohemia! 

Jul. My Lord, I know not what J do—1 tremble 
ſo—Are you not hurt ? 

King. Untouched, my charming heroine !—The 
fancied diſtance between us, Juliana, is now annihi- 


lated. By this deed you are ennobled ; and my ſub- 
jects 
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jects ſhall own I do but juſtice when I raiſe you to 
the throne. 


Jul. It cannot be, my lord !—Would I be the cauſe 
of leſſening you in the opinion of the world? Would 


I be the ſubject of reproach to your friends and allies ? 
No- glory in the thought of being dear to you; 


but I will deſerve it. You ſhall never bluſh for me. 


Go—purſue thoſe nobler views your ſtate points out.— 
Adorn your throne with ſome noble princeſs—and 
leave me in my obſcurity. 


AIR XXVII. 
Wert thou like me in life's low vale, 
With thee, how bleſt ! that life I'd ſhare : 
With thee Id fly as far as gale — 
Could waft, or ſwelling ocean bear. 
But parted by ſevere decree, 
Far different muſt our fortunes prove; 
May thine be joy ! enough for me 
To weep and pray for him 1 love. 


The pangs this fooliſh heart may feel, 
When hope muſt be for ever gone, 
No fruitleſs ſorrow ſhall reveal, 
No ſullen murmur ever 0wn. 
Nor will I thro' my weary years, 
As a pale drooping mourner rove, 
While 1 can think my ſecret tears 
Are not forgot by him I love. 


DT Dry, 
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Dry. (without) What ho ! the Queen Who has 
ſeen the Queen ?—Queen Juliana! Ho! 
King. What means this whimſical fellow now ? 


Enter DRyBORE, HERMAN, and DoLL. 


Dry. ( Kneeling to JuLIANA.) Salutation and 87. 
ing to your moſt ſerene royal highneſs! You are a 
great woman yet, in ſpite of the rats. My liege (to 
the king) it is certain that this lady's father ſat on your 
throne. Whether he or your father had the beſt right, 
I will not ſay—not wiſhing to riſk my ears or my 
throat on the queſtion. Come, wife, produce the 
proofs. cs 
Doll. This miniature I had from a gentleman who 
died as a hermit in Judea; he aſſured me it belonged 
to the laſt queen of Bohemia, who was his ſiſter; and 
that her daughter, if alive, had a copy of it. 

Dry. Which oy there, in that pretty ſweet royal 
boſom. 

Her. Concealment now were vain. This lady is the 
only remaining child of King Sebaſtian. In the battle 
where he loſt his life, I fought by his ſide I bore him 
mortally wounded from the field—he died in my 
arms. 

Jul. Myſterious Heaven! What do I hear ? 

Her. His laſt words were De Sylva, fave my 
ce child—my helpleſs orphan.—Heaven darts a ray 
e upon me! plainly ſee, De Sylva, the pretenſions 
ce of no family are worth this day's carnage. Attempt 
© no more —conceal yourſel{—conceal my child—and 


( never 
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te never let her know except — he died. The only 


exception he would have made, I fain would hope is 
now arrived. 


King. Be ſure it is, my honored, my noble friend. I 
rojoice at this, my Juliana, chiefly on your account. 
You will now be reconciled to the ſtate you was born 

to inherit. (Embracing her.) 

Jul. Loſt in amazement and delight, I hardly can 
feel this triumph of my fortune. My protector, my 
eſteemed father, do not leave me. 

Her. Never, my beloved child. 


Mic Euter Spixibor, AlkxIs, MariLba, aud all 
the attendants, as in return from the chace. A hunting 
 Cnoxrvs is ſung, during which the KING, JuLIaNa, 
and Marirpa ſeem engaged in converſation. 


Mat. My ſtars! what tyranny is here And ſo I 
am to loſe my land. 

Spi. Did I not tell you ſo?—'T was well I had the f. iar 

waiting ſnug in the cave—If you were not now mar- 


ried, you might go among the Moors for a huſband. 
King. Married! How !_ 


Mat. Even ſo, fir. This old plotter, foreſecing 2 
transfer of the territory, has taken care to ſecure my 
intereſt with the heir-apparent. (Preſenting ALEXIS 
4 the KiNG, and then both kneeling to HERMAN.) 

King. Joy, my fair couſin—Joy, my happy brother. 

Her. Every bleſſing that heaven can ſhed be yours! 

My liege, in this triumph of love and loyalty, when I 
have ſo graciouſly received pardon and protection my- 
1 2 ſel— 
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ſelf—allow me to preſent another old rebel, as a can- 
didate for mercy. 

Spi. I want no mercy. I fought for Sebaſtian while 
he lived, and I will fight for Alphonſo when he bids 
me. The preſent king is always my king. If I have 
any thing to be aſhamed of, it was my friendſhip for 
that degenerate dog De Zegri, and my plundering ſo 
many of the rich pilgrims. 

Jul. But you ſaved my life, Ancient; and I claim 
you of the king for my knight. 

Dry. Knight—Are there knights a-making, and 1 
out of the way? Who claims poor Sir Didymus ?— 

I hope your Majeſty has marked my exploits—lI have 
made yourſelf and your queen-ele& happy, which I 
take to be a nobler deed than killing fifty wild boars. 

(He kncels.) 

King. Riſe, Sir Didymus, knight, companion of the 
moſt noble order of the Fiery Dragon. 

Dry. O Hippocrates! I'm a fiery dragon Lady 
Drybone — where is Lady Drybone ? — My dear 
Lady Drybone, I wiſh you joy—take care—T'm a 
fiery dragon. | 

Doll. More ſmoke than fire, I believe. 

Alex. Juliana, I hope you don't mean, in the pride 
of your triumph, to throw away your garland, and in- 
ſtantly abdicate the paſtoral throne ? 

Jul. No—the dignity 1s too pleaſing.” With his 
Majeſty's leave, I yet will be Queen of the Woods 

to-night. | 

King. And of my heart or ever. Let us dedicate 

the 1 to pleaſure, and join in a Chorus to Love. 
AIR 
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AIR and CHORUS. 
7% Love be the ſong, whoſe pleaſing control 
With Nature began, and with Nature ſhall laſt ; 
While blooms the fair Earth, while the bright Heav'ns roll, 
Love's reign o er the heart muſt remain ever faſt. * 


DUET. 
Sweet parent of rapture, of tender defire, 
Of ev'ry ſoft feeling, and ſocial delight, 
Still let thy dear warmth our boſoms inſpire, 
Our tranſports preſerve, and our wiſhes unite ! 


CHORUS. 
Thy pureſt emotions the gen'rous befriend, 
To the conſtant thou always will favour expreſs ; 
On the fair all thy joys muſt ſupremely attend; 
Reign, gentleſt of paſſions, for ever to bleſs, 
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FAIR APO STATE: 
A TRAGEDY. 
T 4 


DRAMATIS PERSONA. 


MEN. 


ArLcansor, Soldan of Sicily; 
3 | Saracen Chiefs ; 
 Zacan, Soldan of Tunis; 

ManrrED, 
 VALDEMAR, | 
_ CorBRED, 
SEC AR DO, 


Norman Chiefs, 


WOMEN. 


Z1MORNA, Sifter to Valdemar ; 
Tamia, Daughter to Manfred. 


_ Officers, Attendants, Gt. 


SCENE=SICILY. 
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THE 


FAIR APOSTATE. 


ACT I. 
SCENE—The Norman Camp. 
Enter MANFRED, CormreD, SICARDO. 


ManzzzD. | 
I WILL not loiter thus. Our ſwords grow ruſty. 


W hat boot thoſe conferences, terms, and treaties, 
But to conſume the time? 
dic. Nay, more, my Lord; 
Exch day we oſc adds vigour to the foe. 
Laſt night Meſſina's bay was white with ſails 
Ol Mooriſh galleys; and their warlike freight, 
Now on Victoria's top ſecurely lodged, 
Diſplay their creſcents to the riſing fun. 
If this had been foreſeen 
Cor. And if it had, 
My counſel had not varied. What are they? 
Outcaſts of wand'ring hords, ſlaves of all hues, 
Naked and nerveleſs ; who will ſhrink and fly 
Without a ſtroke, ev'n from our trumpets clangor, 
And claſhing of our arms. Aſſad and Zagan 
In hate have rak'd them up on Afric's ſhores, 
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| Proofs of their gen'rous friendſhip to Alcanzor z 

But he too well their weakneſs knows, to reſt 

His fortune on their prowefs. 

Man. Well I know 5 

Thy valour, Corbred; elſe I ſhould ſuſpect 

Thy keenneſs for this new-invented mode 

Of waging war, by bargaining and treaty; 

It looks fo ſtrange for Normans, ſprung from heroes, 

While victory ſmiles on our ſtreaming banners, 

And our fierce ſteeds impatient paw the ground, 

To ſtand in arms, and barter provinces, 

Like ſubtle merchants; try to over-reach, 

Where we might conquer ; and entruſt our cauſe 

To heralds tanzen. parchment, and lazy pen- men! 

Cr. Had we ne'er fought with loſs, this confidence 
In headſtrong valour might become us well: 

But in diſgrace from theſe invaded ſhores 

So lately driven, and by this fame Alcanzor, 

Our camp abandon'd, and thoſe lovely flow'rs, 

The boaſt of Chriſtendom, thy fair Tamira, 

And Raimond's daughter, wretched captives left, 
Where is the blame if we purſue with caution. 
The ſlipp'ry path of conqueſt? If the ſultan 

Accept our terms, and yield us half the iſle, 

We gain poſſeſſions whence the infidel 
Shall ne'er diſlodge us. Lur'd by our ſucceſs, 

Our friends in troops ſhall leave the banks of Seine, 

Their fleets ſhall darken all Sicilia's ſhores, 

And all her valleys croud with iron hoſts, 

Securing and extending our domain. 

Man. If he refuſe? 
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Cor. I cannot think he wil 
Palermo loft, and all the fer dle rains 
From flaming Xtna weitward to 1e ſea, 
His treaſure ours, and he binn DEP | 


In Tauromina's bulwat'is ; fo red 1, 
He ſurely dare not farther urge his face, 
By obſtinate defiance, 


Sic. What he dares 

We ſoon ſhall know. Lo, from the caſtle-gate, 
A Mooriſh chief advances. Tis Benaſcar, 

A gen'rous, tho' a formidable foe. | 
The prime account which in their ſtate he bears 
For prudent councils, claims our beſt regard. 


Enter BENASCAR. 


Ben. Chriſtians, once more, and but this once, I come 
With words of peace in great Alcanzor's name. 
Your inſolent demands of territory | 
He ſcoffs and laughs at; ſcorns your falſe alliance, 
And your vain threats indignant ſpurns away. 

Already thund'ring on your haughty creſts 9 
His ſabre you had felt, if not reſtrain'd PD 4 
By the perſuaſive eyes of fair Zimorna, | I 
And ſoit enchantment of her ſnowy arms, 

She, our ador'd ſultana, ſadly mindful 

Of your late General, her gallant brother, 
And in her heart perhaps half Chriſtian ſtill, 
Sends you theſe terms of ſafety. In three days 
| Abandon Sicily, fly to your ſhips, 

Crowd all your fails, and carry home for booty 
The ſpoils and treaſures in Palermo won; 
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You may be needy—we can ſpare them well : 


Take alſo, a far richer prize, our captive, 
Lord Manfred's daughter ; and may gracious Allah 
Forgive your crimes, and favour your retreat ! 


Man. Is this the language of a conquer'd foe ? 


This the ſubmiſſion, Corbred, which you dream'd of? 
Well we have loſt ſome time, and what remains 


In words ſhall not be waſted. To your maſter 
Return, Benaſcar. Tell him, with our ſwords 
His mock'ry ſhall be anſwer'd.—Ho! my helmet! 


Capariſon the horſes !—Fly, Sicardo, 


And bid them ſound to arms,—To arms, I ſay! 
[ Exit, 


Sz 


Cer. Obey the General, Sicardo. 
Sic. What! 


Can this be real? 


Ben. Too certainly i "+ I 
In his own proweſs confident, Alcanzor 
Prepares to lead the fight ; and mutters ſtrangely 


About Palermo's loſs, as if the Devil 


Had all our plot reveal'd. My truſty friends, 
To- day I muſt affect the bluſt'ring warrior, 

And deal found blows; therefore avoid the wing 
Where I command. Your ſtrongeſt force oppoſe 
To Zagan, that old prating African: 


NI would pleaſe me much to ſee him ſcouring off 


With his fine Barb, Advance the ſtandard there 
[ Speaking to bis train without. 
Gor. Sicardo, linger not. Go call the trumpets, | 
For we mulſt buſtle too. [ Exit Sic. ] This fooliſh fellow 
We'll truſt no farther. He begins to totten 


* 
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Upon ambition's ladder—talks of conſcience, 
Sees viſions—and all night muſt have a Monk 
To ſleep within his tent.—Your martial fit 
Comes rather ſuddenly. I hardly thought 
Your new Sultana would have let her lord 
So ſoon eſcape from love. 
Ben. You know her not. 
The ſpirit of her brother dwells within her. 
With boundleſs paſſion ſhe adores Alcanzor, 
Yet ev'n the very trifling of her fondneſs 
Has ſomething glorious. She will toſs his ſpear 
Around the hall; with plumes bedeck his helmet ; 
Play with his ſword: or, like an Amazon, 
Come with her quiver, bow, and buſkin'd feet, 
And at him ſmiling ſhoot a harmleſs arrow. 
By Heav'n, I think, when ſlumb'ring on her breaſt, 
His dreams muſt be of victory and triumph! 
Cr. What didſt thou hint, as if he had e 
Of our deſigns? 
Ben. The time admits not now 
Of free diſcourſe, our matters to unfold. 
am expected back with utmoſt ſpeed. 
About an hour hence, ere we march our troops, 
Among the ruins of the ancient temple, 
Beneath the hill, we'll meet. Thou know'ſt the place. 
Cor. I do, and will not fail thee. [| Exit Benaſcar. 
Shallow fool ! 
That, knowing me falſe to my hits 1 friends, 
Canſt blindly think 1 will be true to thee !— 
In the approaching fight, if fortune ſmile, 
This rack'd and burning heart may find relief, 
_— When 
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When loud alarm and danger rage around, 
What extacy to force yon tow'rs, and there 


Revenge my love deſpis'd, ſatiate each craving, 


And ver this gull exult !—Sweet opportunity, 


If thou appear'ſt, and I neglect to ſeize thee, 
May each curſt pang that tears me prove eternal. [ Exit. 


SCENE—4 Hall. 
Enter ALCANSOR, ZAGAN, AsSAD. 


Ale. The Chriſtians run to arms, and from the plain 
Benaſcar waves his pennon high adyanc'd, 


Th' appointed ſignal of rejected peace; 


Let all prepare for battle To my breaſt, 
Zagan, once more in friendſhip let me ſtrain thee. 


Moſt gen'rous prince! the warmth of thine aſſection 


Had ne'er to me been known, but for thoſe clouds 
That lour upon my fortune. To diſperſe them, 
Thou com'ſt; as when the ſun from out the main 


Emerging, chaſes off the miſts of night, 
Thy ſpeed, like his, outſtrips the flight of thought. 


I ſcarce beliey'd Aſſad had reach'd thy court, 
And told my adverſe plight, when on the coaſt 
The gallant fleet appear'd. 

Aſad. My lord, he ſtaid not 

To hear my meſſage out. Soon as he knew 
That to ſolicit aid for thee I came, 

He ſtarted up, and call'd his chiefs around, 
Summon'd their troops, quick to the harbour march'd, 
Filld ev'ry galley, and, ere morning roſe, 
We ſkimm'd _ the waves. 


Zag. 


- 
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Zag. Shame on that friend 

Who, in the hour of danger. can delib'rate; 
And fit at eaſe debating with dame Counſel, 
While Action frowns, and beckons him away! 
Was it for me to lend a lazy ear 

To his long diſmal tales of battles loſt, 
And telling me the goodneſs of the quarrel ? 
Alcanzor, from thine infant days I've known thee, 
And therefore know thy quarrel muſt be good. 
Alc. The praiſe and fair eſteem of men like thee, 
Are to my ſoul fo grateful, that to loſe them 

Were worſe than death: and, therefore, ſtill I ſtrive 
To keep in Honour's track, tho' it ſhould lead me 
Thro' ways perplex'd, darkſome and dangerous. 
My boyiſh years were ſpent in peace profound; 
And, as my youth advanc'd, I had no joy 
But o'er theſe vales to ſee fair plenty ſmile ; 
And to the princes my allies to boaſt 
My people's happineſs. Some twelve months ſince, 
In a large fleet, thoſe wand'ring Normans came, 
Advent'rers from the ſhores of further Gaul, 
Led by young Valdemar, whom fame avouch'd 
The firſt of Chriſtian knights in proof of arms. 
Benaſcar, who oppos'd them firſt, was routed 
With ſhameful loſs. But, in a night alarm, 
I broke their camp, and drove them to their ſhips; 
While, by ſome hand unknown, their gallant leader 
Fell, and was ſeen no more. His matchleſs ſiſter, 
Then my ſad captive, now my happy queen, 
With fair Tamira, daughter of Count Manfred, 
My triumph grac'd. 
Lap. 
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Zag. By Mahomet, this welcome, 
So warm and hearty, muſt have brought them back, 
If broken limbs and bruiſes they delight in! 

_Alc, In number treble, they this year renew 
Their unprovok'd invaſion. But old Manfred 
Poorly ſupplies the place of Valdemar, þ 
Who was himſelf an hoſt. And yet, my friend, 
Bluſhing I tell thee, they have driven my troops 
As tigers drive poor trembling ſheep before them. 
Benaſcar's honeſty and ſoldierſhip 

T would not lightly queſtion ;—but Palermo, 
So ſtrongly garriſon'd, ſo tamely yielded, Fi 
I cannot bear the thought—with half his force, 
I've held them here at bay. 
Zag. Why, try him, try him. 
Give him to-day ſome charge of little confidence, 
But where a true man might do ſpecial ſervice, 
And if he's found a knave—here are dumb fellows, 
And good tough bow-ftrings. _ 

Alc. Juſtly thought, my lord. 

It ſhall be ſo. I'll find ſome apt occaſion, 
Whate'er the fortune of the fight may be. 
Now haſte, advance your friends; here, on the ſteep, 
We'll join our ranks, and ruſh upon thoſe rovers. 
Summon our captains, Aſſad, to the {quare, 

Anon I'll meet rhee. | i 

Med. Think it done, my lord. [ Exit. 

Zag. And think me here again, ere you can kiſs 
That ſmiling girl of Paradiſe advancing. Exit. 


Enter 
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Enter ZIMORNA, 


Alc. Zimorna, my ſoul's empreſs, now no more 
Will fate allow the day to love and thee. 


Thoſe inſolent and lawleſs men refuſe * 
Our friendly terms. The pleadings of mild peace 
Reach not their ears; and therefore we muſt try 
Amid the clamours of rough war to move them. 
To day I draw my ſabre, unreſtrain'd 
By pity's touch; and ev'ry ſtroke ſhall fall 
With all the force that hope of fame and glory, 
Or dread of foul defeat, can give this arm. 
Thou haſt no friend among them, for whoſe fafery | 
Thy partial wiſh might bid me . ? 
Zim. O none! 
The foes of juſtice and humanity 
Can never be my friends. The Chriſtian | name 
They bear but to profane it. 
Alc. Nobly ſaid! 
Zim. And yet, my Lord, if my dou brother ly d, 
Perhaps I ſhould not dare to talk thus nobly. 
Strong nature will be heard. And hence I ſee 
With more regret the terrors of Tamira. 
What if her father in the battle fall? | 
And by thy hand ?—How ſhall I meet the mourner ? 
How comfort her, While in her grief's diſtraction 
She curſes thee? — Tis terrible O think 
Of ſome prevention !—Ere the battle joins, | 
Might you not ſend her to the Chriſtian camp, 
T hat when they fly before thee, as they muſt, 


„„ Among 
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Among them ſhe may ſcape to Gaul again, 
And in ſome ſacred ſolitude conceal 
Her grief incurable ?—Tis all ſhe wiſhes. 
Alc. That may not be ; ſhe is Benaſcar's Captive, 
Zim. And him ſhe fears and hates, 
-." > J5 ker elrane 0 
Could be unknown to me 
Zim. Enough, my Lord, 
Indulgent ſtill to thy Z imorna's wiſhes ! 
Thou ſett'ſt my heart at eaſe. I have no fear 
For hes dear life. I think of nought but triumph. 
[ Trumpets. 
Ac. Hark— tis $ the Arabian horſe—a ſhort adieu.— 
I[Enbracing. 
Aſcend the weſtern t tow'r my love; from thence 
Thou may'ft behold the field one more embrace— 
Farewell—we ſoon ſhall meet in joy again.— ¶ Exit. 
Zim, Go—and the God of battles be thy guard ! 
Now ſhall the genfle offices of friendſhip 
Shorten the anxious hours till he return. 
_ Hither ſhe flowly wanders, Hapleſs maid, 
Untimely reft of her affection's idol! 
O could I charm to peace her wo-worn heart, 
The ſpirit of my brother, now in Heav'n, 
Would thank me for th enhancement of his bliſs. 


Enter TAMIRA. 


Why, dear Tamira, this unceaſing ſorrow ? | 
Can nothing bring thee comfort ? Muſt thy youth 
Fade like a blighted flow'r, which one ſharp blaft - 
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Has ſtruck fo ſare, that neither cooling ſhow'rs 

Nor cheering ſunſhine can its bloom reſtore ? 

My brother's fall untimely well deſerv'd 

Our tears, and we have paid them. *Twas a duty 
By love demanded ; but its obligation 

Is not eternal. Other cares ariſe, 

To claim attention from the active mind, 

And rouſe it from the lethragy of grief. 

Tam. Never, Zimorna. Under the wide ſky 
There's nought to claim my care. My heart is dead. 
The world to me 1s deſert. 

Zim. Has it then 
No friend to love, no father yet to bleſs thee ? 

Tam. Both—and moſt worthy of my ſoul's affection. | 
But even they, ſo wayward is my fate, 

Inſtead of ſoothing but increaſe my ſorrow. 

Zim. What have I done, Tamira, ſo to grieve thee ? 
Tam. Haſtthou not, inth' enchantment of thy love, 
Forgot thy friends, thy country, and thy God? 

The virtues of thy Lord compel eſteem, 
| Yet would we ne'er had ſeen him Goes he not 
This moment forth to battle, all thy wiſhes, 
Thy fighs, thy pray'rs for vict'ry following him? 
And goes he not to lift his angry ſword 
Againſt my father? forlorn old man! 
He has no hero now to fight beſide him 
With arms invincible ! no daughter now 
To bathe his wounds, to waſh the duſt and blood 
From his grey hairs Protect him, holy Virgin, 
And pity me : 
Zim. Couldft thou, with leſs diſtraction, 

"IS 3 Within 
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Within Lord Manfred's tent await the iſſue 
Of his impending fight ? 

Tam. Thou know'ſt I could: Fa 
'Thou know'ſt I have on earth no other wiſh, 
But there to fly, till to a Chriſtian land 
Once more convey'd, I find ſome holy cell, 
And waſte my life in pray'rs and penitence. . 

Zim. Then take thy wiſh. Behind the arras here, 
There is a ſecret way, contriv'd of old, 
When the fam'd Grecians flouriſh'd in this iſle ; 

Far winding down the woody hull it leads, 
And in a ruin'd temple's deep receſs, 
Among thick buſhes ends. The Chriſtian 8 
Is not far diſtant. | 

Tam. Heav'n for ever bleſs thee! 
Quick let me take my country's dreſs again. 
O my dear father—yet once more I'll fee him! 
Zim. And when thou doſt, Tamira, talk not lightly 
Of her who gives thee freedom. Do not paint me 
A wav'ring wanton, lur'd from faith and duty 
By my Alcanſor s form and princely ſtate. 
Tell them that, with the godlike youth's permiſſion, 
My heart is Chriſtian ſtill, The outward ſhew, 
I hold of ſmall account. By love inſtructed, 
Far nobler views my ſoul has learn'd to take 
Of truth and nature, than our tattling nurſes 
And the poor Monks of Normandy could give. 

Tam. L imorna, thou waſt born ſtill to excel meg. 
Thou like the eagle on ſome awful rock, 

Sublime among the clouds thine eyric hang'ſt, 
From thence to ſoar —_— with equal wing, 


Throu gh 
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Thro' winter's ſtorms and ſummer's burning blaze : 
I, a fad turtle, widow'd, weak, and dying, 
To the deep valley bend my feeble flight, 
There in the wild woods fing my notes of woe, 
Till from the ſpray I drop to ſleep for ever. 
[ Exeunt. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 


_— ——— 
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e 
SCENE—be Portico of a ruinous 7. emple. 
Enter V ALDEMAR.—the Maſk of his Helmet down. 


VALDEMAR. 
WHAT are my life reſtor d, my health regain'd, 
Freedom and force recover'd ? Uſeleſs all. 8 
Here leaning on my idle ſword J ſtand, 
In the dull torpor of uncertainty, 
While thouſands round me arm for glorious fight. 
I thought, in ſullen and indignant mood, 
To ſpurn the Norman name, and join Alcanſor, 
Till this diſtracting rumour ſtruck mine ear 
Of the fair Chriſtian captive made his queen; 
Tamira, doubtleſs. For my happy rival, 
I like a dotard ſhould have ſpent my blood, 

3 Yet— 
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Vet — tis beyond belief !—So ſoon forgotten, 

By one ſo dear O woman !—Why, by Heav'n, 
A whimp'ring widow would have longer worn 
The hypocritic badges of feign'd ſorrow ! 

| Yet ſhe, whom my poor doating heart had ſhrin'd, 
The ſpotleſs pattern of unchanging truth, 

Thus to fall off, ere yet the graſs was green 

Upon her lover's grave. falſe Tamira ! 


l Euter TAMufRA, A. the 7. emple. 


Tam. Methought I heard my name protect me, 
Heav'n! 5 | 
This place is guarded. SE | [Retreating, 
Val. Lady, do not fly. 
Tis ſhe, O happpy chance! A moment now 
| Reveals my doom. [ Goes in and returns with her. 
Fear nothing ſure the earth g 
Contains no ſavage that could offer wrong 
To fair Tamira. c 
Tam. Who art thou, placed here 
To bar my way? 
Val. A wanderer unknown, 
Whoſe ſole poſſeſſions are a my ſword 
And fearleſs heart. 
am. What doſt thou pueyiols 1 ? Why 
| Addreſs thyſelf to me? 
Val. For one requeſt, 
Which thou, fair Princeſs, even to a iranger 
May'ſt grant ſecurely. If there be a man 
In either hoſt, Norman or Saracen, 
| Whoſe 
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Whoſe life to thee is dear, that happy man 
Give me to know. This is my only with. 
Hard by him I will tread the bloody field, 
Happy, if I can ſwell thy hero's triumph, 
If I can ward a jav'lin from his breaſt, 
Receive the ſtroke of death for him deſign'd 
And falling think I ſpare Tamira's tears. 

Tam. Stranger, whoe'er thou art, thy ſoul is noble. 
This battle to the victor glory brings, 
And dazzling conqueſt—bitter grief to me, 
Friends of my heart on either ſide contend : 
Yet duty, faith, and nature's powerful voice, 
Compel my vows the Chriſtians' part to take. 
My father leads them ; him if thou canſt ſerve, 
Thou haſt my pray'rs 

Val. No other but thy father? 

Tam. Now, none. Another once indeed there was, 
But he— 

Val. What was he? 

Tam. One who needed not 
Thine aid; one who ne'er fought but triumph crown vd 
| him ; 
One on whoſe arm the fate of battle _ 
One who had leam'd to ſmile at awful war ;— 
But ah! my hero, now thou war'ſt no more, 
In peace eternal thou art 95 laid 
O Valdemar! 

Val. Lady, theſe precious tears 
Are vain; that Valdemar yet lives. 

Tam. Lives —hOoW? 

Where? O aſſure me ſwear it make me certain 
That I'm in Heav'n! 
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Val. Then by that Heav'n thou nam'ſt, 
By ev'ry Saint and ſacred pow'r there dwelling, 
I faw him three days ſince on Afric's ſhore ! 


What ſhall I give thee, gallant, gallant 


ſtranger, 


Angel of bliſs to my deſpairing heart? 
Here, take my fcarf—T'll bind ic on thy helmet— 
But yet, O do not mock me - ſure he could not 
| Linger on Afric's ſhore, and leave me here 
A wretched captive, No, he would have flown, 
I know he would, thro? waves, and ſtorms, and foes, 
To my deliv'rance.— 

Val. Sweetly, UTE ſpoken, 
Like my adored Tamira, my ſoul's queen! 


| Lifting his viſor, 


Tam. Tis he! all-gracious Heav'n ! my Valdemar! 


How ſhall I bear this flood of extacy ? 


Val. Here in my arms—©O gently let me fold thee, 


Compoſe the tremblings of thy tender breaſt, 
And hear the muſic of thy melting tongue. 

To the demands of eager love replying, 
Relate how thou haſt fared, 

Jam. O Valdemar, 

Brief is the hiſtory of hopeleſs woe. 
I think I've ſlept a long and gloomy night, 
Little expecting ſuch a glorious morning. 
Thou liv'ſt -I fee thee—O diſtracting joy! 
What wretch could falſely ſay my hero fell 
In the night- battle? 


Val. No, twas truly ſaid. 


I {ell by a baſe traitor's coward hands. 
That night when brave Alcanſor forced our camp, 


As 
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As I was mounting haſtily my horſe, 
Corbred behind me came, and ſtruck me down: 

I turn'd and knew the villain, but my ſenſes 
Inſtant forſook me. When I wak'd again, 
I found a dagger ſtuck acroſs my cuiraſs, 
Directed at my heart, as plainly ſeem'd, 
But by my guardian angel turn'd awry. 
Twas then deep night. Around me nought appear'd 
But dead and dying men, and empty tents. _ 
Wand'ring down ſlowly to the ſhore, I found 
A galley anchor'd, and her crew employ'd 
Moſt buſily in plundering, Me they ſeiz'd, 
Unable to reſiſt [ Trumpet ſounds at a diſtance. 
Thoſe warlike ſounds, | 
Sweet muſic to my foul, forbid at large 
To tell thee how to Africa I paſt; 
What chequer'd fortune there I ſince have borne; 
And how at laſt, eſcaped in Zagan's fleet, 
J here in arms appear; and go to win 
Smiles from Tamira, for her father ſav'd. 

Tam. Wilt thou reveal thyſelf to him? 
Val. J will, 
To him * But when the battle's done, 
Both friends and foes ſhall know me. 
Tam. Then, farewell. 
And all good pow'rs protect thee ! 

Val. Whither go'ſt thou? 

Tam. Back to the caſtle, whence but now I came. 
Here 1s a ſecret and ſecure retreat. 
To reach the Chriſtian camp my purpoſe was, 
Flying the preſence of my happy friends, 

My 
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My Ch ſorrow to indulge alone. 
But now I muſt return exultingly, 
To tell—O Heav'n—to boaſt my alter'd ſtate. 
Val. Thy happy friends ?—and in Alcanſor's court? 
What means Tamira?— Who? 
Tam. Haſt thou not heard 
Thy ſiſter's change? 
Fal. Change! Heavy n and earth, what change? 
3 [ Trumpets. 
The trumpet calls again cannot hear, 
And hardly wiſh to hear thy fatal meaning, 
Left it unnerve my arm. Retire, my fair; 
If ſhe is aught to thee but kind and gen'rous, 
She muſt indeed beyond all thought be chang'd. 
Farewell ! To find Lord Manfred I muſt fly. 
If in the battle we do not prevail, 
Here will I watch at night. Thou ſure wilt come; 
And if Zimorna be my ſiſter ſtill, 
Let her attend my love. Farewell! 1 
Tam. Farewell! [ Exeunt diverſely: 


| Enter BENASCAR and CORBRED. 


Ben. Know'ſt thou that haughty figure that now 

eros d vs? 

Cir. Some partizan of ours I nels. but know not 
His name nor ſtate. Fellows abound with us, 
Rovers by nature, who delight in toil, 

And hardy enterprize. 

Ben. Such was your General. | 
Upon whoſe fall we built our plan of fortune, 
But, couldſt thou think—ſome of theſe Africans 


Have 
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Have brought a rumour that he ſcaped alive? 
Cor. They lie like villains. With my battle axe 
I ſmote him to the earth; and thro' his heart, 
Sicardo drove a dagger. Would the reſt, 
That ſtand between us and our 1 882 hopes, 
Mere as ſecure ! 
Ben. If thou can'ſt find the means 
To linger out this fight till ev'ning fall, 
Alcanſor for the laſt time ſees the "i 
I have prepar'd ſome arrows, and their points 
Imbrued in venom ſo unconquerable, 
That if the ſkin they break a ſingle hair's breadth, 
Med'cine is vain, and ſpeedy death moſt certain. 
Thoſe in the duſk might be directed well— 

Cor. Be thou as certain of thine archery, 
As I fit opportunity to find thee. 
Were he aſleep, we need no more diſguiſe 
Our daring purpoſes This dotard Manfred 
Is in my pow'r. We'll ſtreight divide the iſle; 
Seize on the beauteous dames for whom we burn ; 
And of our princedoms fix the ſplendid ſeats, 
You in Palermo, I in Syracuſe. 
Not that in ſooth I love the Fair Apoſtate, 
As thou doat'ſt on Tataira: but I know 
She hated me; and in Alcanſor's arms, 
Exulting now ſhe boaſts her preference; 
For which moſt ſweet revenge I meditate. ¶ Tumpet. 
Theſe are your trumpets ?. 

Ben, Ves; and lo Sicardo 
To call thee comes. Remember while the ſun 
Keeps in the ſky, we muſt keep in the field. 


Cor. 


x 
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Cor. O fear not. We ſhall have good generalſhip. 
We'll march and traverſe {kilfully around. 
Cloſe fight's too barbarous. 

Ben. Attend us Fortune ! [ Exit. 


Enter SICARDO. 


Sic. The lines are form'd, And Manfred all 
impatient 

Bids ſound the charge. How haſt chou * no.] 
This infidel? 

Cor. As E detelv'd him; 
Made him {till hope Tamira ſhall be his, 
Whom ev'n this hour I mean to make My OWN. 

Sic. Heav'ns! how ?—with violence? 

Cor. Ay—doubt'it thou that? SC 
Thinkſt thou a little ſtruggling would appal me? 

Sic. O heart of iron What, fear ſt mou not Hell, 
Nor hop'ſt for Heav'n ? 

Cor. Beyond the bitter pangs | 
Of paſſion unappeas'd, I fear no hell, 
Nor hope for Heav'n, but in Tamira's arms. | Exeunt. 


Enter TAMIRA, from the Temple. 


Tam. There's no return. The hall reſounds with 
ſhouts— | 
Benaſcar's troop, perhaps, i in ſearch of me— 
Heav'n ! Heav'n, where ſhall I lurk from violence ? 
Ev'n countrymen and Chriſtians now I dread. 
For in an hour like this, the gentleſt nature 
Is 
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Is chang'd by fierce alarm, and ſounds of horror, 

To ſomething ſavage. War, deteſted monſter, 
Murd'rer of Joy, and mother of deſpair, 

Shall thy peſtif*rous breath ne'er ceaſe to taint 

Each noble diſpoſition ? Ev'ry youth, 

Form'd to inſpire affection, and to feel it, 

Infected by this frenzy, flies to arms; 

And by defeat or victory alike by 

Deſtroys what moſt he loves, the virgin's ſmile ; 
Cauſes what moſt he hates, the widow's woe. [| Alarms. 
Hark —horrid tumult—what if now Alcanſor 

And Valdemar in dreadful ſtrife are met? 

The firſt of human kind, and brothers — brothers 
Oppos'd in mortal conflict O Zimorna, 

Whate' er th' event, diſtraction is thy fate, 

Ev'n worſe than mine.—Ha ! warriors come — 
How ſhallI hide—all holy pow'rs protect me! | Exit. 


Enter CORBRED. and SICARDO. 


Cor. Confuſion ! They diſdain reſtraint. The battle 
Will inſtantly be won. Know'ft thou yon Knight, 
Who leads our van fo rapidly along? 

Curſe on his valour !—He has gain'd the height, 
And intercepts my way.—Ha—lure I ſaw 

A ſemale form glancing athwart that ruin 
Who can it be ?=—Abide thou here, Sicardo— 

[ Exit, and returns with TJamira. 
Call off our men, Sicardo ? Bid thy trumpets 
Sound a retreat ! 

Sic. Why a retreat! 

Our glory in full flight ? 


Cor. 
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Cr. Here is our glory, fool, 
Our triumph's dazzling queen; whom to ſecure, 
Behoves us more than to fatigue our ſwords, 
In hewing down ſome hundred flying ſlaves. 

Go! [ Exit Sicardo.] pagan Princeſs, now the 

fate of war 
Becomes indifferent. Poſleſs'd of ths, 
For whom my ſword was drawn, the baſer motives 
Of Fame and Fortune are not worth a ſtroke. 
[ Sheathing his Ford. 

But why that frown ?—Can freedom give thee Pain! d 

Tam. Am ] then free? 

Coir. Thou art; and I thy ſlave. 

Tam, Then bring me to my father. 

Cor. Soft, my Princeſs. 
Fain would I know by what moſt happy chance 
I found thee here, in this abandon'd ruin 


Lurking alone. How couldſt thou venture forth? 


Tam. Not to ſeek thee, be ſure. Where is my 

father ? 

Cor. Why, well employ'd, as a good father ought, 
His children's wealth atchicving, winning CLOWNS 


For us to wear. 
Tam. For us !—for thee !—what mean'{t thou? 


Cor. Thou lovelieſt form by Nature ever made, 
O let me tell, thus bending to thy beauties, 
To what high hopes, to what tranſcendant bliſs, 
Lord Manfred's favour bid me dare to riſe ! | 
Soon as the death of Valdemar was told— 
Nay turn not from me — 

Tam. Who could tell his death, 
But thou, deteſted ſlave, whoſe deed it was? 


Cor, 
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Cor. And who could tell thee that the deed was 


mine ? 


Tam. Himſelf, —Now tremble, wiki himſelf! 
Eſcap'd in ſafety from thy coward ſtrokes, 
In yonder battle now my hero fights, 


Lovely and brave as when at firſt he charm'd me! 


Cor. | Afde.] If this be true—curſt fortune !—Yes, 


it muſt 
From him alone the tale could come—damnation ! 
Where can I turn? What, baffled - ſunk for ever? 
No—by the furies, yet this moment's mine, 
And this warm wanton glowing for my foe ! 
O glorious thought !—Amid the claſh of arms 

He pants and toils—while here ſecure I riot 

In extacies—and then—why leave her ſafe— 

It cannot move ſurprize to find the dead 

Upon the field of battle. 

Come, fair Lady, 

This temple, in its better days, belong'd 

To Venus, and the rites of love were paid 

With coſt and pomp; but now its ruin'd ſtate 
Demands leſs ceremony. [ Shouts, 


Tam. Traitor monſter [ Struggling. 
Unhand me—let me paſs. — 


Enter S1CARDO. 


Sic. Away! away! 
The field is loſt, the Saracen triumphant, 
Our broken troops o'erwhelm'd in rout and ruin, 


The vanguard knight by fierce Alcanſor taken, 
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And Manfred hardly ſcaped. Avenging Heav'n 
Purſues our crimes, and will no longer bear 
Our endleſs treaſons. 

Cor. Peace! prieſt-ridden fool! 
Saw'ſt thou Benaſcar? 

Sic. Yes, and hitherward | 
He comes, with other leaders of their fide: 

Cor. Then mark my words, and as thou lov'ſt thy life, 
See that they be obey'd:—Within theſe walls 
With this fair dame retire, and guard her ſure. 
My troops I ſoon will rally and relieve thee. 
If ſhe attempt eſcape, or give alarm, 
Thy ſword is drawn, let that ſecure her ſilence. 
Living or dead let me behold her here 
At my return, or woe upon thy foul! Exit. 
Sic. Lady, we muſt retire. From me fear nothing 
Beyond ſtrict vigilance. The conquerors come. 
[They retire into the ruin, 


Enter ALCANSOR, Z AGAN, Ass Ab, BEN ASC AR, 
Orricess, and Soldiers. 


Alc. Suſpend your wake toil, my gallant friends 
Our work is done. Our fame to endleſs ages 

One moment's glorious effort has ſecured. 

| Succeſs ſo unexpected and unequall'd, 

Speaks the protecting care of righteous Allah, 
And of our holy Prophet. May thoſe Chriſtians 
Obſerve and own the wrathful hand of Heav'n 
Againſt them ſet ! 


Zap. 
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Zag. Good arguments, my Lord, 
To prove that doctrine in our hands we bear, 
Which now preſt home will ſcarce be controverted. 
Aſſad. So wildly ſcatrer'd o'er the plain they run, 
That if we follow few will reach the ſhore ; 
My Lord, we muſt improve our victory. 
Ale. No victory that Heay'n vouchſafes to me 
By ſuch improvement e'er ſhall be abuſed. 
Let thoſe who of their cauſe, their friends, their valour, 
Are diffident, o'er beaten foes exult, 
And do the work of butchers. Burt let us, 
Secure of all, tho' in the gloom of battle 
Unfeeling rage may for a time poſſeſs us, 
Inſtant recover our humanity, 
When triumph dawns! Let victory and mercy 
Still hand in hand come flying where we fight, 
And with their mutual wreaths our brows adorn ! 
Yet, that the foe may not ſuſpect our caution, 
A choſen band do thou Benaſcar take, 
And hang upon their rear, till on the ſea 
T heir fleet ſecure them. 
Ben. On this pleaſing duty, 
Ardent I go; and quickly ſhall return, 
W ith joyful tidings to my royal Lord 
Or terror and confuſion on his head. | Aſide, and exit. 
Alc. Now to the fortreſs march, where palmy 
triumph | 
Courts our approach; where old men on the walls, 
With tears of fondneſs wetting their grey beards, 
Impatient wait to bleſs their valiant ſons ; 
Where, flutt'ring yet 'twixt joy and fear, the virgin 
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Shall her exulting lover ſoftly claſp, _ 
And from his brows wipe off the ſtains of battle ; 


Where from the rage and havock of grim war, 


Now quell'd, each peaceful charm and ſocial joy 
Shall higher reliſh take. — The ſhow'r of May, 
All unexpected, thus comes ghding on, 


Blackens the ſky, and chills the gale of ſpring: 


But paſſing ſoon, lo, in its ſunny rear, 
The woods with freſher verdure glow ; the meads, 
With all their flow'rs, in brighter radiance ſmile ; 


And from her ſhade bounds the gay ſhepherdeſs, 


With frolic feet to daſh the genial dew. [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT, 


ACT 
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ACT. III. 
SCENE—4 Hall. 


Enter A.cansor, Zacan, AssaD, Officers paſſing, 


VALDEMAR chained, and other Priſoners. 


ALCANSOR. 


Wer, COME, my Lords; brave fellow-foldiers, 
welcome! 

This proof of valour 1 0 erpaſt, 

More confident we tread theſe halls, and move 

With lighter ſtep to meet each happy friend 

That ſmiles on our return. Zagan, to thee 

The priſoners we entruſt; a kinder keeper 

They could not chuſe; ſee them beſtow'd ſecurely, - 

All but this man, [T Valdemar, | who ſcems no com- 
mon prize, 

And whom myſelf ſnall guard. Aſſad, the gates 

And watch-tow'rs gre thy 00 Have truſty 
ſentinels, 2 

And let them mark what courſe Benaſcar takes. 


[ Exeunt Za AN, ASSAD, Ce. 
Now tell me, valiant Chriſtian, what art thou? 
Val. Thy priſoner, 


K 2 Alc. 
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Alc. Had I not thought thee more, 


From out the ranks that yonder drag their chains, 
J had not call'd thee ſingle. 


Fal. That diſtinction 
They cannot envy, nor can I eſteem. 
Ac. Amaz'd, 1 faw thy brav'ry in the battle; 
Admir'd thee, while my choſen ranks diforder'd 
Thy force avoided; yea, ev'n while ay ſtrokes | 
1 felt upon my creſt. 
Val. A Nation's quarrel, | 
By private wrongs enhanc'd, fat on my ſword. 
If, by thoſe mighty motives fir'd, I've done 
More fatal execution than my fellows, 
Thou haſt me in thy pow'r. A heavier chain, 
A deeper dungeon, or what elſe revenge, 
In cruel wantonneſs, invents, I ſcorn. 
Alc. Chriſtian, thou know' ſt me not. While in 
the fight ; 
We ftrove together, was it not a chanee, 
Uncertain as the ſhifting of a breeze, 
Who ſhould be victor ? Had I fall'n thy captive, 
Lo, the revenge which from a noble foe 
I had expected: ¶ unbinds him.] Go in peace and ſafety; 
Return, and tell thy friends I thus embrac'd thee, 
And wiſh'd thou wert mine enemy no more. 
Val. Thine enemy! O facred ſaints and angels, 
Whence had the infidel ſuch nobleneſs? 
Speech has no pow'r for this: I cannot thank him. 
[ Hide. 
My Lord, you have undone me. Hardeſt ſlav'ry, 
Contempt, and cruelty, I could have borne ; 


But 
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But this inſulting generoſity, 
From thee, the foe of Chriſtians and their God 
Alc. Why ſhouldſt thou think me ſo ?—Which of 
your ſhores 
Have I invaded ?—Or with hiring bands 
Which of your countries have I overrun ? 
Four cities ſack'd? or ſacred Fanes inſulted ? 
In my moſt proſp'rous ſtate, your trading galleys 
Coaſted this iſland ſafe; or in its bays 
Found hoſpitable harbour. No fad wich 
Ere pin'd beneath the yoke of bondage here. 
Of all the captives which my troops Hu taken, 
Since firſt thy countrymen like robbers came, 
Two only are detain'd; and one of thoſe 
Now rules mine empire. 
Val. How—thine empire rules? 
My fears were true O ruin! 
Alc. There —behold her, 
She comes, the lovelieſt form, and nobleſt ſoul, 
That e'er ador'd thy Prophet. She will tell thee, 
If I'm the foe of Chriſtians, and their God. 


Enter Z IMORNA. 


Zim. My Lord, as by the weſtern gate I paſt, 
Benaſcar's trumpets——Ha !—what—who is this? 
Alc. Thy countryman, Zimorna—and a brave one. 
Zim. Speak —liv'ſt thou ?—art i.ou he ?—Arrt thou 


indeed ? 
Yes—'tis himſelf—my loſt, my ever-lov'd— 
My brother— [ Lmbracing him. 
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Why this coldn:is? Why that look 
Inflexible and ſtern? We were not wont 
After much ſhorter abſence ſo to meet. 
Dual. Not fo, indeed. But chance and change 
Ptecvail, 
And govern all. Witneſs theſe regal robes 
That deck the ſiſter of poor Valdemar: 
Wine chat circlet ſparkling on the brow 
Of Raimond's daughter, —Go-—I know thee not! 
Zin, Fye, Valdemar! prove not thy Chriſtian 
ſpirit, 
By ſpurning courteſy a and kind affection. 
My Lord ſo Alcayſer] 1 would have told you that 
tlie trumpets 
Proclaim Benaſcar near; and from the walls 
Our ſentinels deſcry the Normans yet 
Rallied before their camp. 
Alc, This calls attention, 
And muſt go. Zimorna, tell thy brother, 
I have embrac'd him as a gen'rous foe, 
And long to do it as a faithful friend. 
I lite knew the value of my prize: 
I little fancied that the very heart 
And [it of the war was in my power, 
WI hen ] declar'd him tree. © But tho? releas'd 
From that = and material chain, 
Thou may'ft, I truſt, more irtrongly fetter him 
In ſympathy's ſoft bande. Jo meelT feave him. | Exit. 
Zim. Wbau—ſtill averſe and ſullen? — Nay, my 
brother, | 
This I have nor deſerv'd. 
| | Val. 
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Val. Your pardon, madam, 
Tf in reſpect and homage due I fail. 
What art thou here ? What is thy rank, fair dame ? 
The play-thing of the day? the fav'rite nymph ? 
Chief lady of the Haram? O thou wretch, 
'Tis well I have no weapon ! 

Zim. Such rude outrage, 
Ev'n tho' I were the wretch thou dar'ſt to think me, 
Were ſcarce becoming from a Chriſtian knighc. 
But how wilt thou forgive thyſelf, when told 
That ſhe thy zeal unmanner'd fo inſults 
Is wife—yes, ſole, unrivall'd, happy wile 
To him who conquer'd thee, A different fate, 
O Heav'ns, how different, from the black alllance 
Deſign'd by thee! | 

Pal. As yet thou can'ſt not tell. 
Corbred is pow'rful, and for ought thou know''ſt, 
Noble and virtuous : he is Chriſtian too. 
Eſpous'd by him, thy worldly ſtate had been 
Moſt honourable, and thy ſoul in ſafety ; 
While here, thy life is but a painted pageant ; 
And thine eternal being caſt away. 

Zim. What is it to be Chriſtian ? To be cruel? 
In blood and deſolation to delight? 
To ſpurn all laws? To hate mankind? To have 
No ſigh for woe; for milery no tear ! | 
If ſo, then Corbred is the firſt of Chriſtians. 
Or is it to be generous and gentle? 
Honour to cheriſh ? Juſtice to protect? 
To have a heart expanded as the air, 
And warm as the bright fun ?— Then my Alcanſor, 

1 Ev'n 
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Ev'n among ſainted martyrs might appear, 
And claim protection of the ſacred croſs. 
Val. Thou know'ſt he cannot; impious as thou art, 
Thou know'ſt that ev'ry holy pow'r muſt hate as 
And all his fect accurs'd. 
Zim. This is the jargon 
Of hood-wink'd prejudice. O fatal error ! 
And fatal blindneſs to the light which Heav'n 
Profuſely ſheds ! Look but around the world, 
From thoſe black regions, where the fur-clad Dane 
His revels on the warped waters keeps, 
To the gay fields, where gales perfum'd, and flow'rs 
Of endleſs bloom, delight th' Arabian maid ; 
Obſerve what varied pray'rs to Heav'n ariſe, 
Thankful, or ſupplicant, yet in ſucceſs 
Alike; for to them all the goods of nature 
Are with a balance moſt impartial dealt. 
Mark ev'n this little iſle. Few ages ſince, 
Here was no fountain, river, hill, or grove, 
Without its tutelary pow'r, in ſtrains 
Immortal by Sicilian muſes fung. 
The Chriftian law, reſplendent as the ſun, 
Thoſe ſhadows baniſh'd to eternal night. 
That, in its turn, obſcure and feeble grown, 
Has yielded to the Eaſtern Prophets viſions. 
Yet ſtill ou; Enna bioom'd from year to year, 
Still our Hyblean bees their ſweets amaſs'd, 
Etna {till thunder'd, Arethuſa flow'd, 
The ſun ſhone bright, and good men went to Heav'n. 
Val. O argument profane! which, ev'n if true, 
Touches not thee. The man of honeſt brav 'ry, 
Who 


* 
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Who for his country unſuſpicious fights, 
W hate'er that country be, is honourable. 
But the deſerter, the baſe renegado, 
For ever ſtands deteſted. What! forſake 
The ſacred faith our noble father held! 
By Heav'n, I would as ſoon foilake my ſtandard, 
When the full tide of battle beats againſt it, 
And like a recr-ant fly to join the foe! 


Zim. So thinks Alcanſor, therefore is not Chriſtian. 


And therefore, where he reigns, the meaneſt ſlave 
Feels not the bloody rod of bigotry ; 

But ſtands accountable to Heav'n alone 

For heav'nly rites. And therefore I, unblam'd, 
Still near my heart this ſacred emblem wear. 


5 [ Shewing a croſs, and kiſſing it. 
Val. Doſt thou? — O then thou art my ſiſter ſtill! 


[ Embracing. 

But ah! Zimorna, think—think of our cauſe, 
The cauſe of Chriſtendom !—Hither we came, 
Againſt thoſe infidels, by vows combin'd, 
Our arms with myſtic ceremonies bleſs'd, 
Our banners for the warfare conſecrated 
With holy pomp 

Zim. With idle pageantry, 
As well th' event has prov'd. Am not I Queen 
Of Sicily ? And thou my captive made, 
Spite of thy native force, and hallow'd arms ? 
And 1n this hall, 1 ſwear, thou ſhalt remain, 
Till ev'ry Norman of them leave the iſle ! 
Without thee they are nothing. O my brother, 
How I exult to have thee thus ſecure, 


Where 
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Where thou may'ſt know my lov'd Alcanſor ! Nature 

Sure meant you brothers, tho” far diſtant born. 

I go to ſeek and bring him. My heart's joys 

Are perfe& only when by him partaken. Exit. 
Val. | folus. ] Now, by my father's 8 ſoul, 1 cannot 

blame her! 1 

The youth, the form, the brave and noble heart 

Of this Alcanſor, ev'n his foes admire. 

To day, abaſh'd at his ſuperior worth, . 

Conſtrain'd and bluſhing homage I have paid him. 

When in the battle Manfred was enclos'd, 

And crowded ſabres o'er his helmet hung, 

J heard this hero cry, Spare the old man! 

And when, in headlong fury I had fall'n 

Before him, he diſdain'd to take my life, 

But ſent me ſafely guarded to the rear. 

His ſoul, as ſhe affirms, is ſurely Chriſtian, 

And never ſhall I dare to draw my ſword 

To him oppos'd again. Yet let me pauſe— 

Where is Tamira? All around I've gazed 

With eager eyes in vain, I dread enquiry. 

Sure, were ſhe free, ere this I muſt have ſeen her— 

What if confin'd for her intended flight, 

By ſome inferior chief? What if reſerv'd 

The dazzling prize of moſt diſtinguiſh'd valour ? 

What if—ha—ſure ſome noiſe I heard this way 


Enter TaulRA from the ſecret door. She ſhuts it haſtily. 


Tam. He follows—no !—T'm ſafe. O ſacred Virgin, 
Thanks—praiſe eternal !—What, wy 9 


Thou too to guard me! 
Val. 
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Val. Ves, againſt the world. 
But who offends my love? Where haſt thou been ? 5 
What has amaz'd thee ſo? 
Tam. I hardly breathe, 
For terror of the villainy I've ſcaped. 
Corbred but tell me, art thou wounded ? 
Val. No— 
What has the villain done ? 
Tam. But thou'rt a captive— 
I can deliver thee.— 5 
Val. Thou will diſtract me 
What did'ſt thou ſay of Corbred : £ 
Jam. That his villainy 
J had eſcap'd. 
Val. What, did he now purſue thee ? 
Tam. No; from his trembling prey the ſavage fled, 
Scar'd by the battle's loſs. Thou ſhalt know all 
At better leiſure. Now 1t more behoves us, 
To ſeize this moment, and ſecure our ſafety 
By ſpeedy flight, while yet war's dreadful tempeſt 
Its fury intermits.—Ere long, I fear, 
With rage encreas'd it will again ariſe. 
Come — I'll conduct thee by the way I came— 
The ſentinel plac'd there dare not oppoſe thee. 
Val. But here J am no priſoner, Tamira; 
Why ſhould I fly? The Sultan's courteſy 
Muſt not be ſo requited. Let us fee him; 
He will approve our purpoſe. 
Tam. No, he cannot. | 
Noble and gen'rous as he is, he cannot 
Avow his knowledge of my flight, tho' pleas'd 
When 
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When J am fled. And will Zimorna ſuffer 

Thee to eſcape her at this per'lous time? 

Will ſhe give war and death another chance 
Againſt her ſoul's dear peace? No, ſhe will hold thee 
With ſighs, with tears, with looks of ſoft entreaty ; 
Stronger confinement to the noble mind 

Than links of ſteel, or bolts of adamant. 

Meanwhile, who ſhall protect my 5 vanquiſrd 


And in a villain's pow'r ? 


Val. There - there thou mov'ſt me. . 
O good old man ! He knows not yet my fortune; 
The battle was begun ere I could reach him. 
Siſter, farewell !—For now ſome other ſhore _ 
We muſt mark out for conqueſt. Here again, 
Clad in the garb of war, I ne'er will come; 
Nor with alarms diſturb the matchleſs pair, 
So form'd in happineſs and peace to reign. 

Tam. O bliſsful ſounds! No more my heart ſhall 

ſhudder 

In dread and horror inexpreflible ! 
No more my ſoul with fearful oriſons, 
Of jarring wiſhes form'd, ſhall weary Heav'n ! 
No more my fancy paint a friend and father 
Sinking in mutual ſlaughter to the earth ! _ 
But why—why wilt thou {till of conqueſt talk ? 
Mean'ſt thou to waſte thy life in foreign toils, 
As if no home were thine, where, lov'd and honour'd, 
Thou might'ſ retire ? Since thou could'ſt lift a ſpear, 
The trade of war has been thy ſole delight. 
What hardſhips haſt thou borne ! what perils bray'd ! 
Haſt thou not been reduc'd, for tedious years, . 
Alone 
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Alone in want and wearineſs to wander? 
And yet new expeditions thou wilt frame, 
Inſatiate, and undaunted ! : 

Jal. Would'ſt thou have me 
Unknown ſleep out the ſummer of my days, 
Inglorious Joitering on the banks of Seine ? 
Pleaſing with mimic ſtate, and puny homage, 

A ſpirit fir'd with hopes of regal ſway ? 

No, my Tamura; thou ſhalt be a queen. 

The world is wide: and well my proof I know, 
That flame of glory which my boſom warms, 
Defies extinction from the blackeſt ſtorm 

Of adverſe fate. I'Il tell thee, my Tamira, 
Ev'n at my falling fortune's deepeſt ebb, _ 

While all my. outward ſtate was molt forlorn, 

Within I was a king. For {till within 

Fancy's exhauſtleſs world was all my own. 

What bright, what glorious fabrics have I rais'd 

By her creative pow'r ! What groves outſpread, 

Streams bid to flow thro' valleys of delight, 

And meadows gilded by a gayer ſun ! 

And when the devil Diſappointment came, 

With chilling frowns, to blaſt my Paradiſe, 

Still the ſweet angel Hope quick follow'd him, 

And with enliv'ning ſmiles reſtor'd its bloom. ¶ Exeunt. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. 
SCENE The inſide of the Tuinous Temple. 


S1C4aRDO ſolus—his Sword drawn. 
SICARDO. 


I DID but for a-moment venture forth, 

To view the fatal field of our defeat, | 
And ſhe was gone, vaniſh'd, or borne away, 

I know not how. This iſland, as I've heard, 
Has long been noted the peculiar haunt 

Of ſpirits reprobate, who for a time 

Are licens'd forth of their eternal priſon, 

To roam beneath the circuit of the moon. 
Hither from the four winds their flight obſcure 
They bend. Some from the icy poles arrive ; 
Some from the cryſtal rocks, and coral groves, 
Beneath the Indian main; and others ſpring 
From the red caverns of the central fire. 

Oft on the whirl of ZEtna's flames they ride, 
Vexing with yells and groans the gentle night ; 
Or in more gameſome mood, pois'd o'er the ſea, 
Flutter, and mix among the morning clouds, 
Fantaſtic ſhapes preſenting, till the ſun 

_ Ariſing ſcares hem hence, In ſuch a land 


The 
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The man who darkneſs loves, or ſolitude, 

Muſt have a heart ſtrong arm'd in innocence : 

But I [ Enter VALDEMAR ard TAMIRA, from the 
bottom of the ruin; as they appear, Sicaxbo ſprings 
towards them, but flops ſhort and falls on his knee. ] 

—Ha—who art thou? O mercy Spare me! 

In tears of blood I will repent my treaſon ! 

Val. Give me thy ſword, and keep thy recreant life. 
Stir not from hence; and if anon thou'rt queſtion'd, 
Take heed, thou ſaw'ſt us not. Come, my Tamira, 
To love and liberty we fly. 

Tam. Heav'n guard us! [| Exeunt Val. and Tam. 

Sic. [ /olus. ] I thought to ſtrike him, but my arm 

was numb'd, 

And from my ſword's point drops of black blood fell. 

Ev'n theſe old broken marbles ſcem'd to move 

T heir mutilated limbs. O murder ! murder ! 

What can extenuate thy damning ſtain 

On this vile heart ?!—What tho' he lives? not leſs 

The ſinking load of guilt lies heavy here, 

Nor lighter will the ſtroke of vengeance fall. 

Who ſhall protect me? Whither can I wander, 

Outcaſt abhor'd ?—Men of untainted natures 

Will ſhun me, drive me like a x plague-ftruck wretch 

In ſolitary miſery to die: 

And ev'n th' aſſociates of my guilt reſenting 
Their work undone, ſhall wreck their ſpleen on me, 
A wav'ring, luckleſs, ineffectual villain. 


Euter 
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Enter BENASCAR, from the bottom. 


Ben. This way they muſt have paſt, The open 
door . 3 

Betray'd their flight and lo, here ſtands the hero, 

Unarm'd, propitious fortune! If again 

In love or war he croſs me, I deſerve it. 

Ho, Valdemar! where is my fair deſerter ? 

Give me the Lady, or thy forfeit life 

Who's this !—Sicardo—ha—what makeſt thou here? 

Confus'd too—frighten'd—then there's knavery. Speak! 

Why art thou here ?—l yet believe thee faithful. 

Sic. Then thou believ'ſt I will net wrong my friend. 

Ben. Whom mean' ſt thou? - 
Sic. Corbred. 

Ben. Him thou canſt not wrong; 

In thy fidelity he puts no truſt, 

But when compell'd. Oft hath he ſworn to me, 
That thou for noble counſels art unfit, 

And merely as a beaſt of burden uſeful. 

Sic. Then is he falſe to both. He hath abuſed thee 
Where thou can brook it leaſt. Not two hours ſince 
He dragg'd Tamira hither— 

Ben. He—'rwas he then 
Deceitful villain ! Blaſts of loweſt hell 
Wither his ſoul !—But how, where are they fled ? 

Sic. Moſt ſavage was his purpoſe, tho' prevented— 
Ben. No more —I ſpy him haſtily approaching; 
Retire thou here, and interrupt us not. ¶ Exit Sieakpo. 


Enter 
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Enter CorBReD. 


Cor. At length thoſe curſed bands I've paſt, and 
nov . 
Fate is my own the fate of that proud fair. 
Ha- gone! void! — Death and hell, what do I ſee ! 
Benaſcar there, and anger in his looks ? 
Ben. Ay, true ones, elſe forſworn 
To deepeſt reprobation. Victor now, 
In ſpite of force and ſubtlety combin'd, 
Were I not ſteady to my promis'd faith, 
Thy flatt'ring hopes would, like a ſick man's dream, 
Vaniſh, and leave thee raving. But I ſcorn 
To waver with the fickle wind of fortune. 
Where is Tamura ? _ 
Cor. Where ?—what—know'ſt thou not ? | 
Ben. Elſe would I aſk of thee? Which of your 
warriors 
Enter'd our halls, like a vile al thicf, 
And ſeiz d my charming captive? What bold hero 
That hardy and moſt dang'rous rey ze 
So happily atchiey'd ? | 
Cor. And why to me 
This queſtioning ? Amid the battle's rage, 
To watch the courſe of each partic 'lar troop 
Was not my charge? 
Ben. Thou haſt not ſeen the Lady then? 
Cor. How ſhould I ? 
Ben. Nor know'ſt her fortune ? 
Cor. No, 
+ HS Hen, 
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Ben. Why, this is well. 
A hardy-fronted villaia J can love, 
Who ſcorns a falſhood ev'n to ſcreen his faults ; 
But from my ſoul I do abhor that knave 
Who truſts in coward lies—and ſuch art thou. 
Twas what I wiſh'd—that, ere I drew my ſword, 
With which I mean to ſearch thy trait'rous heart, 
Thou ſhould'ſt be driv'n to damn thyſelf in vain, 
Hoping to ſhun my rage. 7 
Cor. Is this to ſhun thee, [ Drawing. 
Fool, driv'ler, ideot ?—Indeed, I meant 
To have retain'd thee yet a while, my bandle, 
My pliant tool: but ſince thine evil ſtars 
Have made thee blunder on the truth untimely, 
Firſt know it all, and then to Mahomet _ 
Carry the diſmal tale. Since the firſt hour 
That thou, miſtaking much thy wiſdom's gage, . 
Began'ſt to play the politician's part, 
Blind- folded ſtill I've led thee ; made thee trudge, 
Where'er my genius pointed; loaded thee, 
Witz all the lumber of the enterprize ; 
And, in the end, deſign'd for thy reward 
Deſpite and diſappointment. Nature gave me 
A ſubtle brain, to govern gulls like thee ; 
Or, failing that, a firm and fearleſs arm | 
Thus at-a ſtroke to ſweep them from my way. 
| [ Fight, CORBRED falls. 
| Ben. There, dog ! there ends thy way; and ſuch 


dan end 
Befits the race of rapine thou haſt run. 
Down, villain, down !—Thou ſhall not have a moment, 
Wherein 
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Wherein to mock repentance ; nor a breath, 
To mutter coward pray'rs. The burning deep 
Wide yawns to catch thee, fiends howl for thee, die ! 
Cor. Savage—like thee, there is no fiend nor fury. 
Hell will be tolerable till thou comeſt— 
And all its fames—here, here they are already! 
Heart—heart, O had'ſt thou felt another's pain 
As now thine own, perhaps—All-gracious pow'r, - 
Fountain of mercy, hear I cannot pray— 
Gloom—all is gloom and—ha ! whence came that 
cloud 
So pitchy black ?—it falls—it cruſhes—oh ! [I Dies. 
Ben. So periſh all my foes! Come forth, Sicardo ; 
Behold the fate of him who wrong'd my friendſhip. 


Enter S1caRDo. 


Sic. He would have pray'd ; yes, he who late defied 
Both Heav'n and hell, this monſter dar'd to pray. 
His eyes were rais'd, when ſtaring frenzy fix'd them ; 
And fearful ſupplications he intended, 

When horror and deſpair his utt'rance choak'd. 
Benaſcar, mark him well—1o villains die. 

Find'ſt thou not ſomething monitory here? 

Not angels with dread trumpets rending Heav'n, 
And threat'ning final woe; not fate icſclf 
Denouncing doom, could more appal my ſoul, 

Than this dead partner of our villainy. _ 

I fear his ravings ſtill, and his laſt groan 

Yet ſhudders in my heart. 


2 | Ben. 
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Ben. Think not ſo deeply. 

True men unmov'd may ſee a traitor die. 
But tell me on thy faith, did Valderpar 
Now paſs this way? 

Sic. He did, and 'twas with him 
Tamira went. 

Ben. How ſhe eſcap'd, 5 
Can never now be known. The ſecret reſts 
With that dead dog. I did at firſt ſuſpect 
Our Chriſtian Sultaneſs had freed them both. 
But either ſhe excels in nice diſſembling, 
Beyond my penetration, or her keenneſs 
To have them intercepted equals mine: 
While here I came, Zagan flew with a party 
Of his ſwift Barbs down to the narrow vale, 
And thither now we'll go to ſhare his fortune. 
If they eſcape him—then farewell to all ! 

But if he ſeize them, as I think he muſt, 
Hold thou thy way right onward to the camp, 
And ſtir up Manfred to another fight. 

Tell him what thou haſt ſeen ; and add beſides 
Whatever moving tale thou can'ſt deviſe _ 
Of danger to his daughter. It may chance, 
Thou ſhalt unwitting ſpeak moſt fatal truth. 
For if Alcanſor thwart my tender wiſhes, 
And dare attempt my rival to prefer, 
Partial to the ſuggeſtions of Zimorna, 

He might as ſafely go in wanton valour 


To rob the famiſh'd lion of his prey.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE— 
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SCENE—The Norman Camp. 


Enter MANFRED. 


Man. Deceit, how cruel is thy pois'nous bite! 
How doubly cruel, when it comes conceal'd 
Among the harlot kiſſes of feign'd friendſhip ! 
This traitor Corbred: what a fool was I 
So far to truſt him What avails the name 
Of leader, all that's left me, while I wave 
An unavailing truncheon ?—Eyv'ry troop 
He has ſeduc'd. His very nod commands them. 
In glory he the vanguard ſtill uſurps, 

While I, the implement of his deſigns, 

Neglected follow in the lazy rear. 

Here to this poſt confin'd, I muſt remain 

Like a poor ſentinel ; while o'er the field 

He ranges proudly, circled with his train, 

And forms the plan of parting or of fight. 

Why ſo? forſooth my age muſt be reſpected. 

Diſſembling villain ! where was this reſpect, 

When in the battle he to-day forfook me, 

Left me furrounded by a thouſand ſwords, 

Abandon'd to an undiſtinguiſh'd death ? 

W hich ſoon had been my fate, but for the youth. 

Who came, as dropt from Heav'n, to reſcue me; 

And with an arm of more than mortal force 

Swept down the Mooriſh ranks 
[ Shouts—and enter V ALDEMAR, ſoldiers crowding round 


him. | 
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Val. My g2 nen- dear fellow-ſoldiers, 
Again I come to thar: in all your dangers ! 
Mend, my be father! | Embracing. 


Man. Sacted ſaints ! 
What unhop'd tranſport! Valdemar alive! ! 
And thou was my preſerver then, my ſon? 
Go fellows, fly, from tent to tent proclaim 
| Your General'sreturn! Let the loud trumpets, 
With ſhouts of triumph mingled, cleave the clouds I 
Send a ſwift herald to the Saracen, 
Infult his gates, and dare him to the field, 
Where confident of victory we ſtand ! | Exeunt Soldiers. 
O happy hour! How my old heart exults 
At thy return, ſon of my noble friend! 
But how haſt thou eſcap'd? O tell me all. 

Val. Eſcap'd! there is no priſon ſo deteſted, 
Where I'd not rather groan in chains and gloom, 
Than thus to have eſcap'd, compell'd to leave 
My heart, my ſoul, my life, my love behind me ! 
Thou talk'ſt of vict'ry to a vanguiſh'd man: 
And vainly hop'ſt a brave defence from him 
Whoſe craven arm now fail'd to guard a prize 
Richer than all the world. Hapleſs old man, 

1 muſt afflict thy heart. 

Man. Mean'ſt thou to leave me ? 
There is no other way. 

Jal. What if I tell thee, 

That from the caſtie I had ſtol'n thy a e 
And hither quick was haſting, when a band 

Of Mooriſh horſcmen met us in the valley, 

And tore her from my arms: ] fough. my way 
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Thro' all their ranks—O unavailing boaſt ! 
While ſhe was hurried to their towr's again. 
Man. But thou art here. Indeed it was hard 
fortune 
Yet thou art ſafe. Tamira was a captive; 
She is no worſe ; and ample means of ranſom 
Are in our pow'r. | 
Val. O where? 5 
Man. In all theſe tents. 
How many thouſands there indignant ſtand, 
Burning with ſhame, hiding in ſullen ſilence 
Inglorious wounds, and for another chance 
To clear their blotted honour eager panting! 
Go ſhew thyſelf to them, wave but thy ſword, 
And bid them follow thee ; not one of them 
But ſhall in ſpeed and reckleſs fury mock 
The tyger of the deſert. Where thou lead'ſt, 
Shouting around thee they will ſweep the plain, 
Spurning at oppoſition. To the ſea 
The ſun declines apace. Yet ev'n to-night, 
In Tauromina's halls, as conquerors, 
We ſhall repoſe. On this I pledge my lite. 
Val. To hear me urge delay in ſuch a cauſe, 
I know will much amaze thee. Yet to-day, 
Alcanſor hath ſo loaded me with kindneſs, 
So ſoften'd me with princely courteſy, 
I cannot on the ſudden ſteel my heart 
To the full temper of this enterprize. 
Perhaps the outrage of thoſe Africans 
Was done without his bidding, and, when known, 
Will not by him be honour'd. I'll believe fo; 
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And freight diſpatch a herald to my ſiſter 
Man. Soft, here comes one who may thy purpoi- 
change : 
His troubled looks preſage bhi row tidings— 
Where haſt thou been, Sicardo ? 


Enter SICARDO. 


Sic. Ere ! ſpeak 
What I have ſeen, let my diſtracted ſoul 
Intreat a pardon from this injur d chief, 
For wrongs of which the tort' ring memory 
Makes life a curſe. 
Val. 1 know not well thy meaning; 
But if thy guilt concern my ſingle ſelf, 
I do forgive it, and enjoin thee ſilence. 
Sic. Gen'rous, but vain command! For how ſhall I, 
So long with villains leagu'd, their treaſons tell, 
And yet forbear to prove myſelf a traitor ? 
Corbred, Benaſcar, murd'rers of my ſoul, 
Since our firſt landing on this fatal ſhore, 
What dark, what bloody doings have I ſcen, 
Wrought by your plots accurs'd !—Citics betray” d, 
_ Battalions butcher'd, chiefs aſſaſſinated, 
And Heav'n defied !—O noble Valdemar, 
Little thou dream'ſt who ſtruck thee, when our camp 
Was by Alcanſor forced ! 
Vat. I know, twas Sorben 
Sic. And yet thou haſt forgiv'n me! 
Men. Corbred !—yillain ! 
Where 1s he now ? 
Sic. 
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Sic. Where he can no more harm us. 
In quarrel from their villanies ariſing, 
By fierce Benaſcar's hand I ſaw him die. 

Pal. His crimes have found a juſt and awful end. 

Sic. With horror torn, as from that ſight I came, 
Swift tow'rd the caftle paſt a band of horſemen, 
Bearing Lord Manfred's daughter. With a ſhout, 
Benaſcar cried, fortune is mine again 
To-night that ſweet deſerter in mine arms 
Shall be impriſon'd ! he 

Val. In his arms—to-night ! 
Vile robber! Dares he of the Sultan's capure 
Think fo profanely ? 

Sic. There's no thought of Ban 
Beyond his daring. 
Vial. But think'ſt thou that band 
Was by Alcanſor ſent? 

Sic. Moſt certainly; 
For Zagan led them, with expreſs command 
To intercept your flight. 

Val. Have I been mock'd then 
With a vain ſhew of generoſity ? 
I thought, indeed, it was a flight of virtue 
To which an Infidel could never ſoar— 


Man. And wilt thou {till delay? Shall vile diſgrace 


One moment longer hang upon our arms ? 
Perhaps, ev'n while we talk, the rude Barbarian 
Againſt Tamira meditates baſe outrage. 


Sic. Something ofthis, my Lord, to me he threaten'd, 


That if by ſinooth and gentle means he fail'd, 
He would—he knew not what he would obey 
Whate'er 
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Whate'er the wildneſs of deſpair could prompt. 
Val. Sound the alarm, while thro' the camp I make 
A flying progreſs, and exhort my veterans 7 
To fight as they were wont! 1. 
Sic. They ne'er were wont 
To cope with ſuch a foe as now ; defies them. 
And if again we fail 
Man. Away, Sicardo ! 
Our pledge of certain. vict'ry we poſſeſs, 
In this belov'd, this noble youth, whoſe preſence 
Inſpires the warrior's heart with martial fire, 
As the enliv'ning ſun all nature warms. 
Shaded a while in dim eclipſe he left us, 
And clouds of pale diſmay began to lour; 
But now returning with recover'd ſplendour, 
He in the ſky of glory beams ſupreme, 
And we, 1a his bright influence exulting, | 
Reſume our ardour, and our foes defy. [ Exeunt, 


END OF THE FOURTH ACT, 
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AT V. 
SCENE—the Portico of the Temple. 


Enter BENASCAR. 


BENASc AR. 


MakE me his meſſenger !—'twas wiſely ons 
Why now I ſeem the darling of dame Fortune. 
This embaſſy, tho? as I well perceive 
Not meant to favour me, yet, as I've manag d, 
Secures th' event moſt ardently deſir'd; 
Prepares the ſcene of gloom, where I unſeen 
May like an angry genius glide around, 
And ſtrike my deſiin'd prey. The fight is certain. 
Both ſides boil with revenge, for wrongs and inſults 
W hich owe their being to this fertile brain. 
Roll down, thou dazzling orb, roll ſwifter down, 
Among the weitern waves to quench thy beams; 
That under twilight's dim and ſhadowy veil 
To batde we may march !—and then—my arrows 
Ay—in my quiver will I carry fate, 
And wing it to the mark with ſteady aim. 
But ſoft ; my unſuſpecting quarry comes. 


Enter 
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Enter ALCANSOR and ZAGAN. 


Zag Ungrateful curs ! will they not quit our heels? 
This is the proſp'rous fruit, my friend, of mercy, 
Your Chriſtian virtue. 

Ac. The peculiar badge 

Of {ſect or party virtue cannot wear. 

Free as the general air, men of all climes 

Her influence partake. What thou call'ſt mercy, 
Merely to pleaſe my heart I did; and pleaſure 
Of more delicious ſort it never felt. 

I cannot therefore wiſh it had not been, 

Nor dread its conſequence. 

Ben. No, let them dread, 

Who thus enforce us to th' extremity 

Of dire revenge. There is no diſpoſition 

So mild and milky but had taken fire 

At their rude inſults. Scarce I could be heard, 
For riſing clamours of their common file. 
Manfred in ſcorn demanded, why we gave 
Freedom fo raſhly to our priſoners. 

And Valdemar, diſdaining other anſwer, 

To their deep ſquadrons pointed with his lance. 
Whereat their ſhields they claſh'd, their trumpets 
ſounded, 5 

And cried for inſtant battle ; in which frenzy 
J left them. 
Alc. And thou ſceſt us well prepar'd 
To meet their madneſs. Much indeed it grieves me, 
That Valdemar ſhould ſullenly refuſe 


The 
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The friendly conference I bade thee aſk. 
Mutual ſuſpicions might have been diſpelPd 
By mutual confidence ; and many a life, 
Now deſtin'd to the rav'nous fangs of war, 
Remain'd ſecure. The order of the field, 
I have arrang'd. You know your poſts, my Lords. 
The Sultaneſs a ſhort farewell demands; 
Pl follow ſoon. [ Exeunt ZAGaN and BENASCAR. 
This is the hour of fate; 
And on the fortune of this dubious fight, 
 Sicilia's empire hangs. [ Enter Z1MORNA attended. 
Come, my Zimorna! N 
Queen of my ſoul, my life, my charmer come! 
Give me one ſoft embrace, and bid me think 
On that dear ſtrain when ſtruggling in the battle; 
Give me one heav'nly ſmile, and bid me go 
To bring thee wreaths of triumph from the field ! 
Zim. Yes, 1 once more will play the heroine, 
Baniſh cold fear, and ſend thee forth to conquer ; 
Nay more, attend thee in the face of danger. 
Look not amaz'd, nor chide me from my purpoſe; 
For now, my Lord, indeed I dare not leave thee. 
Alc. Why ſure thou wilt not go into the battle? 
Zim. Where'er thou goeſt, I'II follow, 
Alc, No, Zimorna |! 
Dear tho' the motive of thy brav'ry be, 
TH effect becomes thee not: To tread the paths 
With blood beſmear'd, where pain and fury range, 
And death o'er mangled ranks infuriate rides, 


Ah! waſt thou made for this? 
Zim, 
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Zim. Was I not made 
The laws of love and duty to obey ? 
I am ſole cauſe of this impending fight. 
Th' attempt, at my entreaty made, to bring 
My cruel brother back, by him miſtaken. 


(For all was meant in kindneſs) and perhaps 


By malice aggravated, hath rekindled 


The dying flame of war. On this poor quarrel, 


Shall brave men's lives be madly thrown away ? 


And kingdoms {et at ſtake as if in ſport ? 


No! lead me forth between th' oppoſing hoſts; 
Where with undaunted heart and open arms, 
I will advance to meet the Chriftian champion, 


Extend this emblem of our common faith, 


Holding her Crefs. 
Call on our r noble father's honour'd ſhade, | 
And claim a brother's love's. Will he reject me? 


No! for I know his heart. Thou ſhalt behold him 


Daſh down his ſpear, ruſh eager to my breaſt, 
And in a kind embrace the conteſt end. 


Enter AsSAD. 


Aſſad. My Lord, the foe advances ſwift upon us. 
You are expected. ER 

Alc. Inſtantly I come. 5 
Their fury, my Zimorna, breaks thy purpoſe; 


Therefore retire; thy guards await thee. 


Zim. No! 
I will not leave thee—by my love, I will not! 


Here 
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Here leave me dead, or let me ſhare thy danger. 


Holding him. 
Alc. 1 here 1 is no time—they are engag'd already. 


Leun baſrily. 


Enter SICARDO. 


Sic. Tho' life be burdenſome, yet ere I die 
I would deſerve an honourable grave. 
I would do ſomething to diſpel that gloom, 
Which on the portal of th' eternal world 
Hangs, and with horror freezes up my ſoul. 
This is the place, and there he ſtiff' ning lies [Lochs wn. 
I cannot bear the view. The figit's begun. 
Fierce as conflicting ſtorms, they ruſh together. 
I will not join them; what is one poor life, 
Among thoſe thouſands loſt ?—If here I fall, 
And in the gen'ral carnage of the battle 
My corſe be found, perhaps one hole muſt hold 
Corbred and me. On that polluted ſpot 
No herb ſhall grow ; but, many an age to come, 
Goblins and mid-night hags upon our bones 
Practiſe their rites abhorr'd.—O bleſſed ſaints, 
Inſpire ſome deed !—Ha—what if now I went 
With ſome choſen followers to the caſtle, 
And ſav'd Tamira from the crafry Moor? 
By Heav'n I will attempt it! If ſucceſsful, 
I have her lover's thanks, a dearer meed 
Than wreathes of glory; and, ev'n if J fail, 
His pitying tears, like conſecrated dew, 

The duſt ſhall hallow where 25 limbs are laid. | Exit. 


Alarm. 
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Alarm. Enter ALCANSOR ſupporting Z1morna, with 
an Arrow i in ad Hand. 


Zim. Wer do not far, my Lord. It went not 
_— 
The blood ſcarce follow'd when 1 drew it forth; 
Thou ſeeſt, it has no barb. 
. Alc. None; yet I fear, | 
| F or ſurely from a trait'rous hand it came; 
Thou ſtood'ſt behind me when it ſtruck thy ſide ? 

Zim. I did. Some fay'ring angel plac'd me there, 
To bear one wound for thee. = 
Alc. O God! O God! = 
This ropy juice, that ſmears the barb'rous point, 
Is not my Love's pure blood. Treaſon is here, 
And death to thee, Zimorna. To the Caſtle— 
Haſte to the Caſtle ! Speedy ſuccour yet 
May ſtop the venom's rage. Accurſed weapon, 
In everlaſting flames the hand ſhall burn 
That ſent thee ! [Shouts] Hark! the battle rages high, 
Quick let me lead thee off, and find thee N 

Then back to aid my friends 
Zim. Thou ſhalt not go. SE 
What, leave the field, deſert thy g gallant warriors, 
While victry hovers o'er the adverſe hoſts, 
And in her hand the palm of empire bears, | | 
Yet doubtful where to give it? Fy, my Lord! 
I feel no pain, no fear; I do not tremble; 
Return, my Lord, and III ſtill follow thee; 1 
There may be more dach arrows. | 


Al, 
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Alc. Matchleſs woman! 
Think'ſt thou I'll leave thee till thou'rt ſafely ded, 
Thou dearer far than empire? No, my love. [ Shouts. 
Ay, buſtle on ! Conquer, or fly, I care not ! 
In other regions kingdoms may be won, 
But in the world there's only one Zimorna. 

Euter AsS$SAD. 

Aſad. My Lord, confuſion ſeizes all our troops. 

The Chriſtians, led by their recover'd hero, 
Ruſh like a torrent o'er our falling ranks. 
Himſelf appears the miniſter of fate, 
Or death's devouring angel. Fierce Benaſcar 

Now ſunk beneath his arm, and dying told him, 

That in the caſtle fair Tamira's head 
Was lopt by thy command. Whereat enrag 'd, 
He thunders o'er the field, and calls Alcanſor; 
While in the very waving of his ſword 
Our ſoldiers fall. 

Zim. O my dear Lord ! now lead Nie 
Come to the caſtle - 

Alc. O pernicious villain ! 
With his laſt gaſp to wrong his maſter 8 kms! 
Zimorna, let me claſp thee—who can tell 
When we again, if ever, thus ſhall meet ? 
One more—ſhame on theſe tears—my love, my love, 
I now muſt leave thee—leave thee while the tremblings 


5 Of death invade thy boſom ! Loſs of empire 


I well can bear; but loſs of honour never. 

Thy brother muſt be met. He ſhall not think me 

A coward, and a murderer of women. [ Shouts. 
Aſad, conduct the Queen - we're hard beſet— 

Here take my ſignet; and if that curſt villain, 

As from his words I e ſuſpect, 


— Hath 


<"#Y 


354 THE FAIR APOSTATE. 
Hath ought devis'd againſt the captive Lady, 


| Let this protect her. 5 [ Exit. 


Zim. O Alcanſor, ſtay! 
Return—hear but one word—avoid my brother ! 2 


_ He's gone—plung'd in the whirlpool of the battle 


O heav'nly powers, that love the good, protect him ! 
Aſad, fly to the caſtle ! and, good Aſſad, 
Lend me thy ſpear—my ſteps begin to fail— 


Stay not! What wilt. thou diſobey thy queen, 


And riſk the afety er friend? Begone! | Exit Ass. 
My Lord ! my life here, in the barb'rous tumult, 
Where ſhall I find thee ?—How they fly confus'd, 
A thouſand ways And yet I ſee him not.— 
Angels, conduct me to my warrior's fide ! 

Exit. flowly, leaning on the Spear. 


Alarms. Soldiers paſs in Di iforder, Enter Zacan and 
an Officer, 
Of. All's loſt, my Lord! Think of a fafe retreat. 


Zag. Why, where retreat? —I care not for my liſe. 


May not an old man bid the world good- night, 
When it no longer holds 2 friend to love him? 


I faw Alcanſor fall, the braveſt youth 
That ever bore a creſcent on his brow, 


Sinking beneath their long ſwords, —Curſes on them 


Araifid, leave me—leave me, ſlave, I ſay! 
Would'ſt thou behold thine old and hardy maſter 
Weep like a babe ?—away! 

Off. Nay, my good Lord, 


Linger not here. We yet may reach the town, 


And find ſome friends to guard us to our ſhips, | Exeunt. 
More Soldiers paſs flymg. Enter V ALDEMAR, ſupporting 

 Z1MORNA, ſhe bearing ALCANSOR's Helmet, 
Zim, 
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Zim. O cruel! Whither would'ſt thou hurry me? 
I will not leave him Murd'rer, give me way! 
Val. Zimorna, this is frenzy. O'er the dead 
Thy wailings and diſtraction have no pow'r. 
To Heav'n's decrees rebellious, dar'ſt thou throw 
That life away which to thy friends thou ow'ſt? 
Zim, Vonder he lies !—I kiſs'd his bloody brow, 
And clos'd his eye-lids. No diſtorting look, 
No ghaſtly frightful frown deform'd my hero. 
Soft as a lover's ſigh was his laſt breath. 
Butcher ! Barbarian ! no more my brother ! 
This was thy ruthleſs deed. —Away—unhand me 
Stain'd with Alcanſor's blood, dar'ſt thou pollute 
With impious touch his miſerable widow ! 
( ðe. ſtruggles from him, and h ts down on the Steps of 
the Portico. | 
Widow—yes, am I not that wretch forlorn ? 
Val. But not by me ſo made. Alcanſor fell 
By numbers overwhelm'd ; and, ere I came, 
His life was fled. 
Zim. He never wrong'd Tamira. 
Villainy has been buſy with us all: 
And ſhe, I fear, has fallen his earlieſt prey ; 
If not, to the protection of Alcanſor 
Thou ow'ſt her ſafety. Yet was this the man 
Whom thou in fury ſought'ſt around the field, 
Whoſe fall thou could'ſt with ſavage joy behold, 
And on whoſe grave—on whole untimely grave, 
Thou haſt no tear to ſhed ! 
Val. I was deceiv'd, 
And by my love diſtracted. Vet thou wrong'ſt me, 
To think J glory in thy huſband's death; | 
Or that, with heart obdurate, I can give 
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His mem'ry unlamented to oblivion. 
With all the pomp of war, he ſhall be laid 
In earth ; and on his tomb I will e him 
Hero, by all admir'd, beloy'd, bewail'd. 
Wilt thou believe me, and be comforted ? ? 
Zim. Comfort is dead. But yet I will believe 
And bleſs my brother. O my Valdemar! _ 
The ſharpeſt pang of death thou haſt reinov'd 
We part in charity. 
Val. Speak not of parting. 
Let me ſupport thee, till we find relief, 
Zim. J have no conſolation but to feel 
That all relief is vain. Here let me reſt; 
Since thou haſt dragg'd me from my hero's boſom, 
On this poor relict I muſt lean my head. 


[Setting down the helmet. 


1 know it well—here is the very plume 

Which I this morning gaily planted on it: 
Heav'n—awful Heav'n! how little did I dream, 
That, ere the cloſe of day, it ſhould be made, 

Torn from its lifeleſs Lord, my dying pillow ! 
[ Sinking on the ſteps. 


My brother—my dear brother—one requeſt 
I have to make. 


Vul. ¶ Kneeling by ber.] Tis granted. Oh, Zimorna, 
Thou tear'ſt my heart? 

Zim. In my Alcanſor's grave 5 

Let me be buried, cloſe, cloſe by his "TO 

Wilt thou ?—and lay mine arm beneath his head. 


We'll ſleep the long dark night that now falls round us 
Profoundly, till the final dawn ariſe. 


Already there I ſee him—on his cloud 
Reclin'd, he: waits. I come, my Lord, my love, 
- £1morna comes—and——Heay'n is merciful, ¶ Dies. 
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Val. Gone, gone for ever! O unhappy ſiſter, 
Too dearly haſt thou bought thy tranſient glory! 
And deeply haſt thou paid offended Heaven 
The forfeit due for ſacred duties left. 

Now what remains to me? An empty world, 
Where without reſting- place I till muſt wander. 
The field is won: the foc confounded fly: 


And now without competitor I ſtand 


Lord of Sicilia. Could I have believ'd, 
That triumph, conqueſt, empire, ere mould ſeem 


No better than ungrateful drudgery. 
As now too ſure they do ?—Alas, Tamira! 


Th' enchanting hope of ſharing them with thee, 
Was their attracting ſpell, and, wanting that, 
They have no charm. —Ye ſacred pow'rs of Heav'n, 
What do I ſee ?-O mock not my ſad heart 


With viſions of unutterable rapture ! 


Enter MANTRED, TAuIRA, SICARDO; AsSAD and 


Z AAN, Priſoners, TAMIRA runs % VALDEMAR. 

Tam. He lives! my Conqueror, my Hero lives, 
And danger is no more ! 

Val. *Tis real-—tis ſhe—- 
"Tis my Tamira |! | [ Embracing. 

Man. O my ſon my daughter — 5 
Props of my life, who make the vale of years 
Look lovely to me take a father's bleſſing; 
May this embrace begin perpetual peace, 
And this day be the laſt that e'er ſhall bring 
Grief to your hearts 3 

Val. But how eſcap'd my love? 
Or was the dreadful fate that threaten'd her 


But fabled malice ? 


Tam. No—there ſtands the man | Pointing to Sie. 


To whom thou ow'ſt my ſafety, To a ſlave 
Benaſcar 
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Shall ſee me ſtrive to imitate his virtues. [705 1 — 


Behold ! [Turning to ZIMORNA, 
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Benaſcar left me, with this gloomy charge 
That if his troop were ſeen to fy the field, 
My death ſhould follow. I had {aid my pray'rs, 


And bar'd my neck, and clos'd my trembling eyes, _ 


When with a ſhout Sicardo ruſhing came, 
And catch'd the lifted ſabre, 

Val. From this moment, 
He is my brother. And to all our friends, 
Each 1a their rank, ſhall due rewards be dealt. by 
Theſe warriors too, ſo faithful to Alcanſor, Db. 


12 


But the ſad object of our earlieſt care NOS: 4 


Tam. My friend—my lovely friend my ſiſter! 
Heart-piercing ſight Alas! my Valdemar, 
Alas! my father—ſee the fruit of war. 

Go now, and talk of glory Go and raiſe 
Th inſulting voice of Triumph.—Oh, Zimorna! 
4 [ Sinking by her. 
Man. This i is the life of man, my children; thus 


His days of mingled hue are doom'd to pals, 
Like all things round him. Who has ſeen the ſun, 


Without a cloud, reach his meridian height? 
When did the woods their ſummer mantle wear. 
Of lovely green, without one blighted ſpot 2 


Or where's the fountain of ſuch limpid flow 


As never ſuffer'd ſtain ?—We have our joys, 
Frequent and ſweet : We have our ſorrows too: 
But how proportion'd, in what order mixt, 

At the concluſion is of little moment. 

Our deeds are all that we can leaye behind us, 


And only active Virtue merits Fame. 
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